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Introducing Fact Menthol. 
The low gas, low ‘tar’ 


You might not know it, but cigarette smoke is 
mostly gas—many different kinds. Not just ‘tar’ 
and nicotine. 

And, despite what we tobacco people think, 
some critics of smoking say it’s just as important to 
cut down on some of the gases as 2 
it is to lower ‘tar’ and nicotine. 

No ordinary menthol 
cigarette does both. But Fact does. 

Fact is the first menthol 
cigarette with the revolutionary 
Purite’ filter. And Fact reduces 
gas concentrations while it 
reduces ‘tar’ and nicotine. Pict ithe find meek eee 

Read the pack. It tells how |) With Purite granules, 


you get the first low gas, low ‘tar’ Ee re ere ae 
smoke with good, menthol taste. That means it reduces specific 
And that’s not fiction. gases in smoke that taste bad. 
35. Al | Without removing the elements 
That's a Fact. | that taste good. 
So, for the first time, you get 


| low gas, low “tar,” and satisfying 
| taste in a menthol cigarette. 
j Fact: The low gas, low “tar.” 


Available in regular and menthol. 
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Is it live, or 
is it Memorex? 


The amplified voice 
of Ella Fitzgerald can shatter 
aglass. And anything Ella 
can do, Memorex cassette tape 
with MRX, Oxide can do. 


If you record your own music, 
Memorex can make all 
the difference in the world. 


MEMOREX Recording Tape. 


Is it live, or is it Memorex? 


©1976, Memorex Corporation, Santa Clara, California 95052 


NOW NOIRON 
(NYLON) 
SATIN SHEETS 


ee eee 
18 GREAT COLORS 
OURS ARE MACHINE WASHABLE 
WITH NO SEAMS 
YOUR CHOICE 
IN THESE EXCITING COLORS: 
Dark Brown, Bronze, Honey Gold, 
Midnight Black, Navy Blue, Royal 
Blue, Powder Blue, Silver, White, 
Pedal Pink, Hot Pink, Scarlet Red, 
Florida Orange, Canary Yellow, 
Emerald Green, Mint Green, Deep 
Purple, and Lavender. 
EACH SET INCLUDES: 
1 straight top sheet 
1 fitted bottom sheet 
2 matching pillowcases 
or 
2 straight top sheets 
2 matching pillowcases 
All tax, postage, and handling 
charges are included in the 
following prices: 
TWIN— $23.00 
DOUBLE- $25.00 (Full Size Bed) 
QUEEN— $28.00 
Std. KING— $34.00 ( 78x 80" ) 
Calif. KING—$34.00 ( 72'x 84’) 
ROUND 84” fitted— $48.00 
ROUND 96” fitted— $50.00 
SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER 
50% deposit on C.O.D.’s 
Retail sales direct Monday thru 
Saturday 8am—4:30pm 
REGAL SATINS, INC. 
1309 Allaire Ave. Dept. PH-10 
Ocean, N.J. 07712 
DELIVERY TIME 
Money Orders-- Shipped same day 
if color in stock 
Checks-- 2-3 Weeks 
FOR RUSH RUSH ORDERS 
TELFPHONE.. 


201-531-9511 
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NEIL HICKEY 


KEN KELLEY 


Relax, The Bicentennial is over. But what will our third century 
bring? Well, noted cartoonist Ed Sorel and ace TV Guide reporter 
Neil Hickey aren't Projecting 100 years into the future, but they 
have written the New Year's top news stories. In “Fearless Fore- 
casts of 1977," Sorel and Hickey tell you what Terence Cardinal 
Cooke has to say about JFK; who will be Playing Scarlett O'Hara; 
and what really goes on at tree-planting ceremonies in Israel. 
Save the price of a year’s newspapers and remember: you read 
next year's news first in Penthouse 

Even Sorel and Hickey—and their Tarot cards —are stuck, 
however, when it comes to finding out what the CIA is up to. For 
that, you need a good, solid investigative reporter—and there's 
none better than Tad Szulc, whose Penthouse article "Murder by 
Proxy" was cited for excellence by the prestigious Overseas 
Press Club, In “Staying Spooked” Szulc explains that the “intelli- 
gence community" hasn't really changed very much, despite all 
the promises and the investigations. Our ignorance is their bliss, 
and Szulc reveals some astounding things that the spies are 
keeping from us in the usual name of “national security.” 

One of the reasons why Szulc likes his job is that it gives him 
ample opportunity to travel. As a well-known and respected jour- 
nalist, he crosses borders with ease. Steve Wilson wasn't so 
lucky. Looking forward to a long vacation in Mexico, Steve didn't 
have any trouble getting south of the border, but when he tried to 
go home, he was forced to make a long detour via a hellish 
Mexican prison, where he was tortured. Framed by Mexican 
Federales who were acting in concert with United States DEA 
agents, Wilson was able to return to the land of the free only by 
making good a death-defying escape. 

Steve's story is recounted in “Mexican Nightmare" by Tony 
Scaduto, a former reporter for the New York Post whose new in- 
vestigation into the Lindbergh kidnapping case, Scapegoat, has 
just been published by Putnam's. Not only will his article make 
your hair stand on end; it might even encourage you to turn in 
your passport. 
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But if you think you're safe and sound back inside our own bor- 
ders, then take a look at this month's Advise and Dissent and 
think again. Alan Dershowitz, a professor of law at Harvard and 
an active practitioner of criminal law, constitutional law, and civil 
liberties, recounts the latest way our American federales have 
been “Screwing Around with the First Amendment” in their 
trumped-up case against Al Goldstein, porno publisher of Screw 
magazine. Goldstein's trials and tribulations in the Bible Belt will 
make you want to pack up your Bill of Rights and start running.” 

Craig Karpel is also afraid. He is trembling and fearful that the 
“Hitter Chicks" are going to get him again. And, Karpel an- 
nounces, he has had enough. Who are the “hitter chicks,” you 
ask’ Well, they're these girls, see, who've decided to do to men 
what men do to them—fuck ‘em fast and leave "em faster. If you 
think that it would be fun to run into one of these teenage terrors, 
just read Craig's account of what such an encounter did toa 
number of men unlucky enough to meet up with machisma. 

Some Americans are also full of fear and loathing when they 
think of big unions, but Ed Sadlowski isn't one of them, Sad- 
lowski, who's running for the presidency of the giantUnited Steel- 
workers of America, thinks that big unions are just fine—if they 
would look out for their members’ interests. Ina no-holds-barred, 
exclusive interview with Ken Kelley, Sadlowski explains why he 
thinks that some union leaders are selling their members—and 
the public —down the river and what he hopes to do about help- 
ing the worker get his due. 

Meanwhile, William Crawford Woods makes an impressive 
Penthouse fiction debut with “Personal Slaughter,” humorist 
Larry Tritten tells you what it’s like to witness "The President's 
Crack-Up,” and our fashion department has assembled a stun- 
ning array of “Wilderness Gear.” 

That's not all, folks. (Did you think that it would be?) This 
wouldn't be Penthouse if we didn't have the finest array of picto- 
rial presentations this side of Mars. And as an extra little some- 
thing to put under your Christmas tree, we're giving you one last 
look at Pet of the Year Laura Doone, in a free 33-by-21¥4-inch wall 
poster bound right into this month's centerfold. We're just bring- 
ing in the New Year with typical Penthouse cheer Our resolution 
is to make the 1977 Penthouse reader the best informed and 
Most satisfied magazine buyer on earth Ot—_ 
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in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of interest 

Letters tor publication should carry name and address (in capitals please), though these will be withheld by the Editor on 

fequest. Send to Penthouse Forum, Penthouse International Ltd.,. 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y, 10022, Views published 
are not necessarily endorsed editorially, 


Maid service 

| have been reading Penthouse magazine 
for some time now and enjoy most of the 
articles, especially Forum. A recent letter 
from a husband described how he enjoyed 
the taste and odors of his wife's panties 
while he masturbated, even pulling them 
over his head and smelling deeply of the 
crotch. 

My job requires that | make several trips 
to nearby cities, usually of two or three days’ 
duration, | always stay at good motels (on 
expenses). Since my trips are only of short 
duration, | refrain from any extramarital ac- 
tivities. However, | have worked out this 
system which lets me enjoy some very 
good masturbation while | put in a long 
night alone in a hotel room 

| usually have a copy of Penthouse with 
me, which | leave in a conspicuous place in 
the room during the day when | am out on 
business. Inside, in the picture section and 
obviously noticeable, | leave a note to the 
cleaning maid together with a ten-dollar 
bill. The note tells her to take the bill and 
leave me her panties. | also leave a 
Polaroid of my midsection complete with 
very stiff cock in hand, and the letter asks 
that her actions help to finish the job. 

This method has been very successful, 
and as of now, | have only had one rejection 
in more than twenty tries. It's surprising that 
both the money and the cock picture have 
disappeared eight times. One enthusiastic 
maid left me her pants, a condom with a 
Note in it asking if | would fill the rubber with 
my juice, knot it, and leave it for her. Need- 
less to say, | complied with her wishes. 
Curiosity, and your popular magazine, 
which naturally opens just where | want it 
to, have all combined to afford me a 
pleasurable and safe pastime.—Name 
and address withheld 


Penthouse read-in 

lf you have ever experienced college life, 
you know that sometimes weeknights 
around a dorm can be boring. Last night 
wasn't one of those nights. 

Around 11:30, six of us were in a room 
just talking. There was a Penthouse lying 
on one of the beds; so Mike (not his real 
name) started reading out loud the letters 
in Forum. After reading a few letters, we 
decided to visit a friend who was on night 
duty at the main lobby. We pulled up a 
couch and some chairs and started read- 
ing again. 

Before we knew it, there were twenty kids 
sitting around in the lobby, listening to Mike 
fead. All-in-all there were about fifty kids 


who passed through and listened. 

Since last night was such a success, we 
plan to hold more Penthouse readings in 
the months ahead—with other guys read- 
ing and with dramatic emphasis, Maybe 
we can get some of the girls to join in— 
Name withheld, Geneseo, N.Y. 


That ol’ rocking chair 
| have an interesting experience that | 
would like to relate to you and your readers. 
As a student at Amherst College, | recently 
felurned from an exchange program in 
Europe where | had spent the past year. 
After a year of foreign pussy, | was anxious 
to get into some American cunt for a 
change. To satisfy this urge, | went to Mt 
Holyoke College, which is an all-female 
school not far from here. Needless to say, a 
willing pussy can always be found there. 

After spending some time in the 
“Rathskeller,” | recognized a chick whom | 
knew loves to fuck. | went to her table and 
asked her if she would like a drink. After a 
few pitchers of beer, we were both pretty 
loose, so we went to her room. | asked her 
whether or not we would have to deal with 
the presence of her roommate. She re- 
torted in a foxy, nonchalant manner that her 
roommate had been invited to an orgy at 
some frat. She tuned the FM radio to a local 
rock station, and | started to fondle her 
mammoth mammaries, an act which we 
both seemed to enjoy. As | was doing this, a 
song I'd never heard before came on the 
radio Itwas called "(Let Me Be Your) Rock 
ing Chair,” by Gwen McRae. Since | had 
been out of the country, | hadn't heard it 
before. | asked her what this song was 
about. She demonstrated by stripping off 
her clothes (exposing the most gorgeous 
twat | have ever seen), sitting on the floor, 
and beckoning me to enter her warm, moist 
opening. Just as the song ended, we both 
got off. Ithad to have been the best orgasm 
I've ever experienced 

Realizing what a thrill it had been, | asked 
one of my friends to make me an endless 
loop cassette with the song recorded on it 
Now, whenever my girl and | screw, | put 
this on the cassette player, and we really 
enjoy the “Rocking Chair.” 

|! wonder whether others have had similar 
experiences, since a recent survey 
showed that 984 out of 1,000 teenage girls 
who got pregnant did so while listening to 
rock music. | know | enjoy Sex Rock!—J.S., 
Mass. 


Okay, readers, let us know if you come to 
the sound of a different drummer. 


isnt 
More white? 


Because More is burnished i iy © Because More burns slower. 
brown. To make its longer, So More doesn’t end with 
leaner design look as good More just good looks. There’s lots 
as it tastes. of good taste as well. It’s like 

And when it comes to the any really good cigarette. 
taste of More, you can enjoy Only it’s More. 
its smooth mildness longer. 


Why 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
“tar", 1.6 mg. nicotine That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 


FILTER: 22 
MENTHOL: 22 mg."tar". 1.7 ma. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report AUG. ‘76. 


From Saronno... 
the Potion of Love. 


Amaretto di Saronno. To give. To 
share. Italy's rare liqueur of love in 
this elegant velour gift box. 

Historians tell us that in 1525 a 
young widow created the original 
Amaretto di Saronno and gave it as 
a gift of love to Bernardino Luini, 
the artist who immortalized her in 
a famous fresco in Saronno, Italy. 

Her name is lost to history, but 
what remains is the original Amaretto 
di Saronno with the magic of its 
intriguing taste and provocative 
bouquet. 

We've even left a rose alongside 
our name as a reminder of how it 
all began over 450 years ago. 

There is only one Amaretto di 
Saronno. Try it tonight. Neat, on 
the-rocks, or with coffee after dinner 

Write for our free drink and food 
recipe booklets. Foreign Vintages. 
Inc., 98 Cutter Mill Road, Great 
Neck, N.Y. 11021. Dept. 25F. 


Amaretto = 


di Saronno. 


Originale. From the Village of Love. 


were 


Pizza ass 

| have just begun receiving your magazine. 
and | am extremely glad that | did! | was 
getting worried that | was some sort of sick 
pervert until your magazine brought me to 
the realization that what is fun is right. The 
letter that | was glad to see was from aman 
who described the enjoyment he and his 
wife received from the use of Big Macs as 
sexual tools, | also have a food fetish wt 
gives me great pleasure. | live in a dormi 
ry on a large college campus where one of 
the most common foods is pizza. One 
night, when my roommate was out on a 
date, | ordered a large pizza (cheese only) 
and had eaten half of it when | got hard just 
thinking of it and a wild idea | had. | laid the 
still slightly warm pizza on my bed and got 
undressed, Then | slowly put my body 
down on the warm, gooey cheese surface 
Of the pizza. | proceeded to move back and 
forth until | was just about to come. Then | 
raised myself up and saw and felt the 
gooey cheese fingers still clinging to my 
erect penis. | had the best climax | have 
ever had, and now at least once a week | 
order a cheese pizza and truly enjoy 
myself!—J.S., Columbia, Mo. 


Why ‘not try anchovies? 


Grape gorge 

My wife and | have been reading your 
magazine for quite some time now. We 
have enjoyed many of your readers’ sug- 
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gestions, and we would like to share with 
em Our Own newest Creative-lovemak Ng 
technique. Several weeks ago my wife re 
turned from her weekly shopping with s 
eral bunches of grapes that she had 
bought on sal 

That night in bed | played servant to my 
uscious wife (37DD-24-36) by holding up 
the bunch of grapes, which she sensually 
plucked off with her ripe red lips. She then 
ordered me to roll over, and since | was 
getting pretty excited by then, | cheerfully 
obeyed. She began kissing the backs of 
ty knees, slowly working her way up. Soon 
she began tonguing my special opening. | 
was nearly ready to climax. But she was far 
from completing her devious little prank. 
Next (and to my pleasant surprise), | felt a 
probing finger, followed by the extraordi- 
nary sensation of a cold sphere. This was 
followed by still another, until | was in com- 
plete ecstacy. In the heat of passion, | spun 
around and saw my wife holding the bunch 
of now half-eaten grapes. She pushed me 
back onto my stomach and again began 
tonguing the hole of pleasure. Then, all ofa 
sudden, she began sucking madly until 
one of the grapes popped out. Within the 
next few minutes, she sucked out all of the 
little buggers. 

| returned the favor by taking another 
bunch of fresh grapes and, putting one 
grape at a time in my mouth, then using my 
tongue and lips, | sank to kissing her tunnel 
of love and transferred those grapes into 


her. Then | mounted her and slammed 
home. We underwent simultaneous climax. 
While my wife was still shaking, | dove for 
my last taste of that wonderful juice. It was 
the best fruit I'd ever tasted —B.B., Troy, 
N.Y. 


Inboard romance 
After reading your Forum letters for the past 
few years, | realized how fortunate some 
people were to find unusual types of stimuli 
to improve their sexual activities. | would 
like to share such an experience that hap- 
pened to me this summer. | was working at 
Lake Powell, a resort area in northern 
Arizona, where the main attraction is boat- 
ing and water skiing 

One Friday evening | was sipping a cold 
one at the lodge bar when | noticed an 
unattached, rather robust brunette sitting 
at the bar. Even though my luck had re- 
cently been poor while | was fishing on the 
lake and in the bar, | decided to give her a 
shot. We began talking, and one thing led 
to another, finally culminating in an invita- 
tion to go boating the following morning 

When | met her at the docks, she was 
sitting in a pink jet boat, wearing tight hip- 
hugger shorts that revealed the soft rolls of 
her inner thighs. Her halter top was equally 
d her ample 38 D 
asts bouncing gently on her more t 
adequate belly. | was half stiff in second 
finding the rolls of flesh a very erotic 
stimulus 

Once we were out on the lake, | realized 
how much pleasure she was deriving from 
the high speed and the bouncing of the 
boat upon the water. In a short time we 
switched seats, and | took a turn at the 
wheel. While | was cruising along feeling 
the power of the boat, | noticed she had 
moved toward the stern. | turned around, 
ind much to my surprise and delight, she 
was sitting on the warm engine cover, ob- 
viously obtaining incredible pleasure from 
the vibration of the huge motor. Becoming 
even more aroused, | asked for help with 
my” throttle. She came to me willingly and 
knelt under the steering wheel, where she 
shifted my stick and kissed it gently. She 
inserted my pulsating organ into her mouth 
as | increased the speed, the boat jumping 
swiftly over the water. The sensation was 
spectacular as we passed al high speed 
numerous family boaters and the beautiful 
cliff formations. | slowed the boat and 
turned into a wide, deserted canyon. | 
asked her to take off her clothes and climb 
on board. She quickly removed her halter 
and shorts and straddled my thighs. My 
pole had no trouble finding its way as it 
slipped easily into her hot, juicy box. | 
pushed the throttle down, and once again 
we vibrated to the beat of the bouncing 
boat. | could hear little screams of delight 
coming from her throat as we bounced off 
each ripple of water Finally, at 4,000 RPMs, 
we both had thundering climaxes as | 
exploded into her magnificent cavern. | 
then pulled back on the throttle, and we 
drifted in each other's arms. 

My boating partner, whom | will call 


You and your family are invited to 


10-Volume > 


Ready Reference 


19-Volumes 
of Knowledge-In-Depth 


Sample this revolutionary 3-part Home Learning Center, 
the most readable, most understandable encyclopaedia ever created 


For over two hundred years, the old idea 
of the encyclopaedia remained the same 
But now, to meet the demands of our 
changing world with its vast amounts of 
information now, there is Britannica 3. 

This is an all-new, completely redesigned 
encyclopaedia. It is written in clear, read- 
able language . . . the language of today so 
that even the most complex subjects be- 
come much easier for your children to 
understand. 


What makes Britannica 3 unique? 
New Britannica 3 is more than an ency- 
clopaedia. It’s a revolutionary new home 
learning center . .. America’s only encyclo- 
paedia arranged into three distinct parts. 


1, The 10-Volume Ready Reference and 
index—designed to help you get at facts, 
or a single fact, quickly and easily. Con- 
tains 102,000 short articles (each less than 
750 words) written in an easily readable 
style. So readable, in fact, that many stu- 
dents will find the Ready Reference and 
Index of immense value in homework. 


2. The 19-Volume Knowledge-In-Depth 

designed to help you discover the meaning 
of the facts. These volumes contain 4,200 
authoritative articles on major subjects, 
providing the reader with the understand- 


Encyclopaedia Britannica, Inc 


insight and wisdom available in every 
field of learning. 


3. ‘The One-Volume Outline and Guide 
designed to help you explore entire fields 
of knowledge. Here is a readable outline 
of the whole of human knowledge. 
introductory essays that guide the 
toward study of any area of learning in 
Britannica 3. 

Britannica 3 covers more subjects more 
completely. It is more responsive to today’s 
needs of your family. And when you judge 
by its 43 million words, Britannica 3 de- 
livers more value per dollar than any other 
accepted reference work. So if you want 
more up-to-date facts about more subjects 
than you'll find in any other single source, 
you want the new Britannica 3. 


Preview Britan 3 Free 


New Britannica 3 is like no other encyclo- 
paedia you have ever seen. Indeed, it’s the 
first new idea in encyclopaedias in 200 
years. That's why we've created a special 
full-color Preview Booklet which pictures 
and describes this achievement in detail. 
Send for this free booklet. We'll also give 
you details of how you can obtain Britan- 
nica 3 direct from the publisher. 


ia Acclaimed by the Press 


“The 15th Edition of The Encyclopaedia Bri- 
tannica is splendid; its new conee; 
is a remarkable referenc: 
tool for systematic self-t 


source a 
ching.” 
—Wall Street Journal 


a prodigious effort to create not only the 
most authoritative research and reference work 
in the English language, but an entirely new 
approach,” —Newsweek 


. a browser's paradise . . . you can lose 
yourself in its 43 million words, wandering 
among people, places, events, arts and 
sciences. New York Times 


in Britannica 3 (publisher William Benton) 
& monument as impressive as any man 
could want.” Time 


Great Books of the Western Wasld, 


If card has been removed, write to: ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA, INC., DEPT. 100-H, 425 N. MICHIGAN AVE., CHICAGO, ILL. 60611 
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Cheryl, explained to me later that she had 
discovered “boat fucking” more than a 
year ago and thought it was the finest way 
to have sex. | tend to agree —A.R., Page, 
Ariz. 


In-flight romance 

After reading Fear of Flying, | was con- 
scious of a certain irony in my having my 
first "zipless fuck" on an airplane. On my 
return flight from a business trip in Europe, | 
had the good fortune to be seated in 11-C 
while 11-A was occupied by a comely, 
forty-year-old grandmother named Marie 
Jean; 11-B was unoccupied. 

Following a few drinks and a good deal 
of small talk, Marie Jean told me of her 
pent-up frustrations, accumulated after a 
week in Italy First, her inability to speak 
Italian had left her very desirous of just 
Plain, old-fashioned conversation; and, 
second, the many pats and pinches on her 
ass and elsewhere had left her desirous of 
some old-fashioned loving. Having already 
Satisfied her first frustration, | was looking 
forward to satisfying the second 

As the lights dimmed for the movie, we 
folded up the arm rest, got a half-dozen 
pillows and a couple of blankets, and made 
ourselves comfortable. While the rest of the 
plane enjoyed "Murder by Death,” we en- 
joyed “sex by hand.” 

From now on that old joke about the 
Stewardess asking if you want TWA-coffee 
or TWA-tea will have an entirely new mean- 
ing for me,—E.B., address withheld 


One step at a time 

From my high-school days until | was 
twenty-five, | was more or less engaged to 
Susan. Both Sue and | came from quite 
sexually repressed backgrounds. For 
years we postponed sex until our always- 
Postponed wedding night. When we finally 
broke up, both Sue and | were still very 
much virgins, 

After that | tried losing my virginity with a 
sexually aggressive girl, She laughed at 
my clumsiness in foreplay, and when | was 
unable to achieve an erection, she became 
quite angry. | was completely humiliated by 
my failure, and my confidence was de- 
Stroyed. | tried sex twice again with prosti- 
tutes in saunas (the local equivalent of 
massage parlors), and in both attempts | 
was unable to perform. After that my confi- 
dence was so low that | didn’t even attempt 
sex for almost two and a half years. | very 
rarely dated and limited my sex life to 
masturbation. 

One day, while | was doing some repair 
work at my stepsister's apartment, Kath 
asked me about my love life. | told her a lie 
about my girl friends, but when she caught 
me lying, | told her the truth—the whole 
Story. She listened sympathetically, arid 
when | finished, she asked me, “Would you 
be afraid to try it with me?” 

| was completely surprised and quite 
frightened by the idea, and so | argued 
against it. Even though we weren't related 
by blood, we had been raised together 
from a very young age, and | had always 


“Do | have to wrestle the snake again?” 
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considered Kath as a real sister—even 
after her father told me | was adopted, 

Kath explained that she thought it was 
important that | do something about my 
problem, and that while she knew it was 
somewhat of an unusual method, she 
thought she would be the best therapist for 
me. We discussed it a while, and | agreed 
to decide after lunch. 

lt was a nervous meal for both of us. But 
when Kath asked for my decision, | said I'd 
try it if she was still willing. She was. 

Kath suggested we relax for a while: so 
we sat on her sofa, drinking wine. Slowly, 
she began moving closer to me until we 
were tight together. Soon we were necking, 
fully clothed, although | certainly wasn't 
very aggressive. In fact, | was terrified as | 
Sat there squeezing her breasts through 
her blouse and bra. Then she went into her 
bedroom and returned wearing a short red 
negligee. Taking me by the hand, she led 
me back into the bedroom, removed my 
shirt, and kissed and massaged me as | lay 
on the bed. Kneeling above me, she undid 
the top button on her negligee so that her 
breasts hung out to me. 

As | fingered and sucked the tiny, dark 
brown nipples, | told Kath how many times | 
had tried to sneak a peek at her tits when 
we were kids, She admitted that she had 
often tried to catch a glimpse of my cock, 
too, Then she asked me to show it to her 
now. 

| was embarrassed when | dropped my 
pants because my penis was still limp. But 
Kath reassured me and praised my cock 
lavishly, remarking on its shape and color, 
although | know itis only average. Then she 
slipped out of her negligee, revealing a 
marvelously well-conditioned body with 
small, high breasts. As | lay on the bed, she 
moved over me, ignoring my limp penis, 
and began to kiss and lick me all over while 
simultaneously massaging me with her firm 
breasts. In doing this, she gave me several 
fine views of her beautiful pussy, but | just 
lay back trying to relax as she had sugges- 
ted. Occasionally, Kath would brush her 
hand against my penis, allow her long 
brown hair to dangle on it, or she would rub 
the hard tip of a nipple along it. Soon she 
began touching her finger to the rim or 
nibbling at the base. It began to respond, 
and after a few kisses and some fingering 
it was rock-hard. 

| wanted to try fucking then, but Kath 
insisted | wait and relax, Finally, she said | 
was ready, and she rolled me over on my 
back and, guiding me with her hand, slowly 
lowered herself onto my cock. We stayed 
like that, smiling at our accomplishment, as 
| enjoyed the warm sensations of my first 
pussy. 

Then she began to move slowly up and 
down on my cock as | held her breasts with 
both hands, and Kath described how good 
it felt to have my cock inside her. A few 
moments of this and | came in the longest, 
best orgasm of my life—and Kath and | 
cheered and congratulated each other. 

| spent the night and the next day with 
Kath, fucking her several times and learn- 


The 61/2’ speaker that makes fire, crime 
and disaster sound beautiful. 
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Because the powerful double-range 672” 
speaker in the Tech 800 has a double-layer 
outer cone for bass and mid-range. A mylar 
inner cone for treble. And sound so big, it’s 
hard to believe it comes from a portable. 

Not only the sound of FM and AM, but the 
24-hour sound of real life drama—police, 
fire, emergency—on the Tech 6800's 
VHF-High band.” 

With all that big sound, you also get all 
those nice little deluxe touches: Separate 
bass, treble and squelch controls. Loudness 
switch. Built-in PA system...and, of course, 
Panasonic batteries. 


Now also makes London, ships at sea 
and Smokey the Bear sound good. 


Because now that same powerful 6/2” 
double-range speaker is also in the Tech 1000. And 
the Tech 1000 brings you a whole new world of 
radio.* Two short wave bands. A marine band. And 
the most exciting sound in years—citizens band. 
All this plus AFC/DX-local circuitry for better 
FM/AM. With gyro and telescoping whip antennas 
for better reception. A beat 
frequency oscillator (BFO) for 
more'short wave broadcasts. 
And the Tech Series styling that 
started a revolution in radio. 


Panasonic. 


just slightly ahead of our time. 


*Broadeasts vary by area, Cheok with local authorities. 


Awhole generation 7 jonas 


e e million cars later, there’s a 
whole new generation of Volks- 

grew Up with it. wagens. The 1977 Rabbit, Dasher, and 
Scirocco. Three of the most remarkable cars 

ever built, these Volkswagens feature highly ad- 

An now, vanced engineering. Such as fuel-injection. Front-wheel 
eee drive. Front-disc brakes, And precise rack and-pinion steering. 

In economy, they're everything you would expect from Volks- 

wagen. All three get 24 MPG in the city. Rabbit and Scirocco get 

37 MPG on the highway, Dasher gets 36. (EPA estimates with standard 


transmission, Actual mileage depends on how and where you drive, 
optional equipment, and the car's condition. ) 


Dasher. Our sensible luxury car. 

Its the first elegant automobile to come along with all the virtues of a 
Volkswagen. Conservative on the exterior. Extravagant on the interior. 
With plush upholstery. Fully reclining seats, Rich 

B{ carpeting. And even a quariz-crystal clock. 
Bo In performance, it can travel from 0 to 50 
a in only 8.0 seconds. In safety, the 
SE ies. Dasher has dual-diagonal brak- 
~— ==ing circuits and negative steering 
—" roll radius—which helps maintain direc- 
tional stability in the event of a front tire blow- 
out. What's more, the 


= Dasher is available 
- in awagon as well 
YQ as a sedan. 
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2 1977 Rabbit, Dasher, and Scirocco. 


ing from her about blowjobs and eating 
pussy. And during the following two weeks 
| fucked her almost every night. Then Kath 
ended it, saying that it had been an instruc- 
tive affair but that since she had taught me 
what she knew, our lessons were over. 

| have never had sex with her since, but 
my sex life has straightened out nicely.— 
Name withheld, Green Bay, Wisc. 


Mayor Hanna 

| recently finished reading your article 
about Ed Hanna, the mayor of Utica. As a 
native New Yorker (state), | was pleased to 
read something about my home area. | 
have been in the service for more than ten 
years, but | do try to keep up with what is 
happening around the state. | was espe- 
cially impressed with the way the article 
Presented all the things that honest people 
have to face in most cities (not only New 
York) today. 

Most governments are run on the com- 
mittee system. Regardless of who is (al- 
legedly) in power, be it mayor, governor, or 
president, virtually every time the executive 
tries to do something, there is a committee 
he must go through to get anything done. 
Left to their own devices, these committees 
very rarely get anything at all accom- 
plished. It is much easier for the mayor to 
table a proposal or send it to a subcommit- 
tee than actually to read it himself and 
make a decision without checking all the 
special interest groups that got him there. If 
there is anyone who has any doubts about 


the validity of my statements, | would urge 
that he read the congressional record, the 
daily newspaper, watch a few local news 
shows, and check out his representatives 
in government at all levels. 

A perfect example is the Watergate af- 
fair. As a result of the examination of all 
facts and fantasies that are related to 
Watergate—or unrelated, for that 
matter—what has Congress done to pre- 
vent further abuses of government? Almost 
nothing. It has no second thoughts about 
digging into the executive branch, but to 
write a bill that could possibly do some- 
thing to an errant congressman is another 
matter, regardless of what he may have 
done. 

Common (city) Councils are no better, 
Many people are concerned about who is 
going to take the rap if a particular idea 
turns out wrong. Very few have the daring 
to do anything more than make noises 
about the real problems of city govern- 
ment, 

These are just a few of the problems that 
any mayor must face. It is refreshing to see 
that one mayor is taking the bull by the 
horns and really fighting for us, the 
people.—Jack Mixter, APO, N.Y. 


est drop-out 

Your article “| Am an est Dropout" (Sep- 
tember 1976) throws a picture in my head 
of a crowded poker game containing only 
one sharpy—Werner Erhard.—Gregg 
Trost, Porterville, Calif. 


"I'd just like to say, Sam, how much | admire your thoroughness.” 
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Joining the competition 

Since | am a product of a very straight 
background, the following story has-had 
some interesting effects on my marriage. 

I'm thirty-three, and | have been married 
to my wife for six years, no children. Our 
sex life has been very normal—some oral 
sex and no anal intercourse. Recently, we 
accompanied another couple in the neigh- 
borhood to dinner and to the theater. J. and 
M. have been married for eight years and 
have two children. They are both thirty-six 
years old, M. is a very diminutive brunette, 
prim and proper. J. is athletic and some- 
what rugged. J. and | are frequent handball 
and tennis players. 

Atter the theater we all returned to their 
home for a dip in the pool. As the evening 
and wine started to get to us, we all de- 
cided to disrobe. My wife made some 
giddy. schoolgirlish comments about the 
size of J.'s penis, which is four inches larger 
than my little, six-inch penis, In an unusu- 
ally calm manner, | asked her if she wanted 
to take advantage of it. She declined, 
though not appearing upset at the sugges- 
tion. 

As the morning began to appear and the 
wine disappeared, we retired to the mas- 
sive, king-size bed in the bedroom. At this 
point, and with no apparent plan, we 
changed partners. It seems this arrange- 
ment was my idea since | have been al- 
ways amazed by the size of J.’s penis. 
Without ever as much as touching 
another's penis before, this night my wife 
Satisfied J. by enabling him to climax in her 
mouth. M. and | had stopped our mutual 
fondling to observe. 

The next morning, fearful of repercus- 
sions, | faked sleep longer than the others 
To my surprise, | was awakened by my 
wife's lips on my penis. Later M. joined her 
on my penis with intermittent kisses. J. ob- 
ligingly then placed his penis in my wife's 
mouth again. This session ended in mid- 
afternoon with J. and M. rushing off to pick 
up their children at his sister's and my wife 
and | going home to talk. 

We have been together many times 
since, and | am pleased to report that M is 
as adept with her mouth as my wife. When | 
am away, my wife usually stays with J. and 
M 


As for my renewed marriage, we have a 
greater understanding of one another not 
previously realized. We have shared each 
other with others at a local coed bath. We 
have had threesomes with my wife's sister, 
a salesman from Ohio whom we met at a 
bar, and a prostitute in Las Vegas. Also. 
and most satisfying, | watched from a 
closet my wife's seduction of a seventeen- 
year-old bellhop in Reno who thought he 
was actually raping her. 

Needless to say, | look forward to many 
more rewarding experiences with my liber- 
ated wife.—J.K., Berkeley, Calif. 


Cassette player 

| have followed Penthouse for several years 
now, andit ranks with me as one of the most 
informative magazines read by men and 
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As a suggestion to other men who have 
a boring time in the bedroom, why don't 
you try a “breast fuck” on for size? If your 
lady has big enough boobs, and if you dare 
to buy a "chest toupee,” then, brother, you 
are headed for the best sexual experience 
since Adam's.—J.A., Indianapolis, Ind. 
Acrobatic dance hair 
My wife performs a certain little ritual during 
our lovemaking that absolutely drives me 
wild and, I’m sure, will titillate your readers. 

She loves to dance seductively in the 
nude, and while doing so slowly edges her 
long (one meter), straight hair gently down 
the narrow crack in her well-proportioned 
tight ass. 

With her back toward me and her head 
bent lovingly over her shoulders, she 
slowly urges her strong locks, glistening in 
the candlelight, ever downward toward her 
rising crack. Like tongues of flame, the 
Strands of her hair grab out, reaching for 
the warmth that awaits them, Finally, ex 
cruciatingly, the successful strands round 
the furry comfort of my wife's ass and slip 
up to her juicy pussy, caressing this wet- 
ness of a delight 

Slowly, ever slowly, she hardens her but 
tocks firmly around these silky intruders. In 
and out, and in and out again, she presses 
their delicate bristles, ever savoring the 
hard but gentle nature of their touch be- 
tween her ass and cunt lips. Trapped, they 
struggle for freedom denied, when sud- 


denly, sprung from this viselike crevice 
they dance their dance of wild ecstasy. 
At this point, | can hardly bear it any 
longer, and | reach frantically over to her 
pulsating cunt, driving my fingers in. She 
responds with total submission, opening 
up to the full thrust of my maddened desire. 
Groaning in agony, she beckons my swol- 
len thickness, stuffing it deliriously into her 
hungry void. 
come together iftly lifted into 
heavenly orbit. We float and float, landing 
gently, aware only then of the heaviness of 
our bodies and the exhaustion of our souls 


We lie there, without a word between us 
falling softly into th Iness of sleep 
H.S., Lagos, Nigeria 


Amorous Astrologer 
Is Martine for real? 

In the first two months of The Amorous 
Astrologer, she (I presume "'she") has al- 
ready described me and my relationships 
toa "T.” Congratulations are due for such a 
different and insightful horoscope. 


And mai 


Libertarian philosophy 

Your October issue was super! Besides all 
the customarily appealing stuff, | especia 
enjoyed the two political articles: the de- 
fense of Harry Reems by Nicholas von 
Hoffman and the interview with Murray 
Rothbard. Your other readers may be inter- 


ested to know that precisely the libertarian 
philosophy expressed in those two pieces 
was supported by Roger MacBride, the 
Libertarian party candidate for president. 
MacBride came out uncompromisingly 
against any and all forms of censorship, 
including censorship of alleged "porno- 
graphic" materials, which he called “an in- 
solent meddling by the government in an 
area which is none of its business 
whatsoever. Ralph Raico, Buffalo, N.Y. 


Murray Rothbard 
Recognition by the mass media of Dr, Mur- 
ray Rothbard's contributions to the science 
of liberty has been long overdue. As one 
who has followed, learned, and been 
shaped by Rottivardian literature for more 
than a decade, | found your October inter- 
view gratifying and encouraging. | hope 
that ders exposed to the many ideas 
offered by Rothbard in his brief overview 
will be challenged to uncover more fully the 
vast literature of freedom emerging today 
which owes such a debt to this scholar. 
One addendum seems in order; though 
Dr. Rothbard is quoted as saying he has 
not voted in sore years, last year he en 
dorsed the candidacy of Roger L. McBride 
of the emerging Libertarian party—Jule R 
Herbert Jr., Tuscaloosa, Ala 


Don't bank on it 
In “Don't Bank On It" (October 1976), lead. 
ing into a quote correctly attributed to me 
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In Canada, C.W. Pointon, Toronto, 


concerning Federal Reserve revisions of 
money stock figures, Lee Berton wrote, 
“Weintraub detects a subterfuge.” Let me 
Stress that the word “subterfuge” is Ber- 
ton’s. | do not question motives. The Fed's 
Officials are honorable and public-spirited 
people, What | detect in the 1973 revisions 
is the traditional central bankers’ confusion 
dating back 60 years here, 100-plus in 
England, about money-supply processes. 
Assumptions were made that are not be- 
lievable in my opinion, and the effect has 
been to obscure somewhat the true rela- 
tionship of inflation to money growth and, 
also, the true extent of monetary decelera- 
tion after mid-1973 

Finally, let me add two thoughts. First, in 
recent years, especially since March 1975, 
when House Concurrent Resolution 133 
was passed, the Fed has been much more 
straightforward in disclosing its objectives 
and plans than it had been in the past. 
Second, since March 1975, it has done a 
superb job controlling money growth pur- 
suant to the goals of 133, and we are all the 
beneficiaries of this—Robert Weintraub, 
House Banking Committee staff, Washing- 
ton, D.C. 


Anti-Semitism 
You are to be congratulated for publishing 
John Leonard's article “Why Do We Love to 
Hate the Jews?" (November 1976). 

After the outpouring of vile anti-Semitism 
by Agnew, Nixon, and General Brown, | 
cannot recall a single article by the media 


discussing and analyzing their hysterical 
charges. (And this media is supposed to 
be “Zionist controlled!) But Penthouse 
alone has opened its pages to Mr. 
Leonard's views and insights on anti- 
Semitism in America 

While | do not agree with all of Mr 
Leonard's observations, | do feel he gives 
the reader a searching and intellectually 
honest discussion of the roots of American 
anti-Semitism, No other mass-circulation 
publication or TV network has had the 
courage to do this. 

Again, thanks for a most timely and in- 
tellectual treatment of an attitude—anti- 
Semitism—that could be abolished in 
America if more publications had the cour- 
age to discuss it openly—Jon Wallach. 
New York, N.Y. 


Bad luck 

| get a kick out of those who write to you 
proclaiming the heights and conquests of 
their sex lives. Maybe your readers would 
like to know what the other side of the coin 
is like. 

My sex life has all the impact of a burp at 
a beer party. | married the original Miss Ice 
Cube. 

We have relations (I can't really call it 
sex) on the astounding average of once 
every two weeks—whether | need it or not. 
When this event does happen, it's always in 
total darkness, missionary position, and 
hurry-up-before-she-falls-asleep haste. 

Believe me, I've tried everything to 


“Don't bother to sell me—if it's human and has 
some sort of income, you have my permission to marry it.” 
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arouse her, but nothing works. What 
woman do you know who does not like to 
have her tits sucked, cunt massaged, or clit 
licked? Needless to say, | never expect any 
sucking in return 

| work hard to provide her with a good 
home, and | try to show love and affection, 
but it's wearing me down. Other guys say 
their wives dress in sexy clothes. | see mine 
in jeans and a sweat shirt. | can't imagine 
what she'd look like in a garter belt, stock- 
ings, and high heels. Sheer nightgown? 
Totally absurd. Anything kinky? Forget it. 
My fantasies will remain a secret 

We've been married for ten years, and 
things sure as hell aren't getting any better, 
When | was younger, | often wondered 
what made a married guy go to a prostitute 
or have a mistress. Now | know. I'm saving 
my money for the first massage parlor | 
see. —J.S., address withheld 


Hard luck 
| have been reading Penthouse for several 
months, and | always laugh when | read 
about some man with a big instrument or 
women drooling over big pricks. | am a 
man who is cursed with stich a tool. 

| am fifty-five years old, six feet tall, and 
170 pounds. From the time | was old 
enough to pay attention to such things, | 
have known that | have an unusual en- 
dowment. The kids in high school used to 
tease me to death. When | met any girls, 
they immediately looked toward my crotch 
and sometimes they giggled. By the time | 
entered the army, my constant and only 
nickname was “Kingsnake.” There is a 
peculiarity about my penis, It is almost as 
long limber as itis hard. When an erection 
starts, my penis merely thickens as it 
rises—thirteen and one-quarter inches 
limber hanging down my pants leg, but 
barely fourteen inches when fully erect 
Limber, it is little bigger than a broomstick; 
but when fully erect, it is seven and one- 
eighth inches around the head beyond the 
foreskin, and nine and a half inches around 
just back of the foreskin 

Now, it anyone thinks this is a joy to 
possess, they have another think coming. | 
have tound only five women who can take 
even part of it. In the army the boys used to 
get me to go with them to the whorehouses, 
and they offered to pay for my turn if they 
could watch. Many women just looked and 
left. None would ever try itin the missionary 
Position. “You are nat going to pin me down 
where | can't get away and then start shov- 
ing that thing into me,” one said. Some 
greased it a few inches from the end and 
then got on me and took a little of it, but 
none ever got anywhere close to taking all 
of it. Most women who fellated it could 
hardly get their lips over more than the 
head. | was always frustrated, for they sel- 
dom stayed on long enough for me to 
ejaculate. Some masturbated me to fulfill- 
ment, and so it has always been. 

| had one woman, a farm woman, who 
gave me more satisfaction than any other. 
She took a horse-collar pad and cut a 
number of doughnuts out of it. These were 
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about one-inch thick. She slipped about six 
or seven af these down over the shaft to my 
belly, leaving seven or eight inches uncov- 
ered. The uncovered part she greased lib- 
erally with mineral oil and then let me take 
her from above. For me there was nothing 
like it, But she moved away, and | am again 
alone with my misery. 

So go ahead and dream of your foot-long 
cocks. As for me, | just wish | had one close 
to normal.—J.W., address withheld 


Early bird 
| met the most beautiful and sexy woman 
I'd ever seen at a social gathering with her 
husband 

At the next gathering, she was without 
her husband. | knew that | couldn't live with 
myself if | didn't at least try for her; so | 
invited her for coffee with a group of us. 
During a moment at the coffee shop when 
we were alone, | asked her if she ever 
stepped out on her husband. She abruptly 
said no. | explained that either way was 
okay with me, but | just had to know, one 
way or the other; so I'd settle for just being 
frends, Our conversation went on to other 
things 

At the next gathering she asked me fora 
ride home. | said yes. We drove down the 
road, and she slid next to me. She hadn't 
been there two minutes when she asked, 
“Can | suck your cock?” | said, “Uh huh,” 
and that was the beginning of a beautiful 
relationship, By the time she had it out of 
my pants, it was hard. Before she got it in 


her mouth, | heard the breath go out of her. 
As soon as it was in her mouth, | heard her 
breath leave her again, then several times 
more. As | came to know her better, | 
learned that the breath goes out of her 
when she comes. That night she wouldn't 
let me touch her until she'd had many or- 
gasms. Then it was strictly on her terms. It 
was days later before she finally gave her 
whole body to me. She had to build up to it 

One thing that | learned from this lively 
kitten is that premature orgasm is not ex- 
clusively a male experience. | have met 
other women who seem cold and aloof, 
and the reason is that they come so easily. 
One girl came every time that our eyes met 
Another came when | put both hands on 
her buttocks and pulled her close tome ina 
Parking lot. These girls are atraid of being 
discovered and ridiculed and embarrass- 
ed. Some are all through before you can 
get their pants off 

| myself love these sensitive little delica- 
cies. They're a pure delight if a man is 
extremely patient, but they're cold fish ta an 
impatient man. (So I've got a whole crop all 
to myself.) These girls keep their sensitivity 
a secret for fear of ridicule, and their fear is 
justified. Most of the men | know are so 
damn self-concerned that they are blind to 
what's going on with the other person. It's 
too bad, but then it's all right for me!— 
Name withheld, Newport Beach, Calif. 


Gums 
'have often read Penthouse and wondered 


“Ihave an erection—pass it on,” 
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if my entire life would pass by without ever 
having an experience that | would want to 
share with others, Until a short time ago, 
there really wasn't anything special about 
my personal life. Now | feel that | have 
come upon an extraordinary lover, and the 
erotic times that we have had together 
should be shared with other Penthouse 
readers. 

! am a single twenty-eight-year-old, and 
even though | have an overly large sex 
organ, my sex life has been limited. My shy 
nature had always prevented me from 
showing women how well equipped | was. 
One day, while shopping in a large de- 
partment store, | gradually became aware | 
was being followed by an older, attractive 
woman in her early fifties. | first thought that 
it was without reason, Surely it was in my 
imagination. But when we were alone in an 
elevator, | noticed her eyeing my crotch 
That day | did nol wear any underwear, and 
the head of my eight-inch cock was tight 
against my jeans. 

She kept a short distance behind me 
everywhere | went, and finally she ap- 
Proached me to ask my opinion on a 
sweater she was going to buy. One thing 
lead to another, and she invited me back to 
her apartment for some tea and freshly 
baked muffins. 

It turned out to be brandy and muffins, 
with a touch of tea, and we passed a few 
hours talking on a variety of topics. As the 
brandy took effect, she became more care- 
less with the way she sat next to me on the 
couch. And as my cock responded to the 
tantalizing looks she was giving, she in- 
creased her glances toward my bulge. Fi- 
nally, after several “accidental” brushes 
against it with her hand as she reached to 
serve me, she pressed her palm over it 
and began working her tongue into my 
mouth. My huge member instantly grew 
into a rock-hard erection At first | thought 
she would run out of the room once she 
freed it and saw its size. But to my surprise, 
she grabbed it in her hands and began 
rubbing. Then she whipped out her false 
teeth and began to suck and chew until | 
exploded into her mouth 

! can not describe the pleasure of her 
gums working over my cock. Never again, 
if | can help it, will my cock be chewed on 
with sharp teeth. Gums are so much more 
erotic. 

We meet often, having oral sex, brandy, 
and muffins. Sexual intercourse is impos- 
sible because of her arthritis. Readers of 
Penthouse should be advised that gum 
jobs are the ultimate in oral sex. —L.W.. 
Richmond, Va. 


/s. a.gum job anything like a gingevectomy? 


Three's a club 

We have been reading and hearing more 
and more about couples on the make pick- 
ing up young, willing, or easily persuaded 
men and women for threeway sexual plea- 
sures, As a man and wife who for several 
months have indulged in this practice (with 
incredible success, | might add), the idea 


With your soft pack, 


17mg. tai” 1.1 mg. nicotine, 
fav. per cigarette, by FTC Method. 


Regular and Menthol 


“a... - eee soe - 
isn't as wicked as one would think. Re- 
peatedly, we have discovered, these 
young people are actually looking for the 
opportunity of meeting a couple like us! 
Waiting to be picked up, if you please, 

They appreciate the anonymity. We 
never press for a name. They frequently 
have idle time to do as they please They 
are mostly unattached. They enjoy the 
companionship, the privacy of a married 
couple’s home, and the circumstances of 
doing their thing with complete freedom. | 
think they also like the anything-goes prin- 
ciple we establish quite candidly. In the 
past three months, we have noticed it takes 
less communication to induce a young 
single to join us. Very recently a young lady 
we propositioned unblushingly told us she 
was actually luuking for a couple on the 
Prowl “to have a party with!” 

So a word for couples on the make: it's a 
lonely hearts club!—Mr. and Mrs. W.C.W., 
Aurora, Colo 


A far way to go 

Remember that song, "| enjoy being a 
girl?” After reading some of the letters in 
Penthouse about guys dressing in wom- 
ens’ clothing, | must convey to your readers 
my unique circumstances on this issue, 
First off, |'m no transvestite or transsexual 
Person. I'm a guy who just enjoys being 
comfortable—and a little feminine. After 
discovering just how well the opposite sex 
has it made, | decided to “switch” and be a 
member of the femininity movement my- 


self! Thanks to unisex clothing and my size, 
I'm enjoying a “new life." 

I'm thirty-four and five-feet-seven inches 
tall. My wife is an inch taller, but we both 
weigh exactly 140. I'm small-boned with 
small features, and this is the key to my 
happiness. A few years ago, | grabbed my 
wife's fur-lined parka by mistake as | went 
out the door to work early one morning. It 
was a cold, dark morning, and as | drove to 
work, | realized how warm the parka was 
I've always been a “cold” person in winter 
My men’s storm coats and overcoats were 
never ever warm enough to suit me. From 
then on, | “borrowed” her fur-lined gloves 
and neck warmer. On cold, snowy morns, 
I'd wear her fur-lined boots to work, chang- 
ing into my street shoes after getting there 
'his was an incredible discovery for me, 
and | was excited about my new-found 
situation. On the weekends | started to in- 
terchange with her sports shirts and even 
wore an old pair of her dungarees to do 
some painting in. On cold days, | slipped 
into a pair of her long, wool knee socks 
which really kept my feet and legs warm 
Gradually and quietly | began Purchasing 
wool socks, women's gloves, a couple of 
unisex big wool/tur-lined coats, and a nice 
pair of fur-lined boots 

That was two years ago. Today | shave 
my legs so that my wool slacks don't irritate 
my skin as they used to when | had all that 
hair on my legs. | find that my wife's 
deodorant is better and more effective 
(and easier on the skin) than mine. In winter 


te 


“Don't tell me, . . you're Mary and you just had a little lamb.” 
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and sometimes in summer, | use baby oil 
and lotion to keep my skin smooth and free 
from drying and itching, Her body powder 
feels and smells good on me after a nice 
soaking bath at nights. | insist on soft satin 
sheets on our bed and just go nuts over 
perfumed or fragrant soaps for the bath. 
We now share tennis shoes, penny loafers, 
Coats, boots, and at times when the wash 
doesn't get done on time, a few undergar- 
ments—just to hold me until she does the 
next load of wash for me. 

Last but not least, | gave up my old brand 
of cigarettes and am now smoking a lead- 
ing woman's brand because of the low tar 
and less harsh taste. Needless to say, I'm 
not a heavy drinker. A nice Collins or whis- 
key sour suits me to a T. 

| don't envy these big guys, like my next 
door neighbor, who have to pay a lot of 
bucks for big and tall men’s clothing. I'm 
very grateful for being just what | am. Be- 
cause my wife and | can share, our clothing 
bills have been drastically cut. Our toilet- 
ries have also been minimized by our both 
using the same products. We have no chil- 
dren, and our food budget stays stable 
because we both eat the same amounts 
So before you knock it, gents, try it. 

However, | should warn you that this is 
basically for us small guys, sort of an ex- 
clusive club, you might say. Unless your 
girl or wife is an amazon, you won't be able 
to do half the things I've mentioned 
here.—Name and address withheld 


Way up north 
am a student at a college in Maine that is 
not far from some of America’s greatest 
expanses of virgin forest. Before entering 
college, | attended a small denominational 
high school near the Canadian border, and 
in our small community, we were totally 
shielded from the newer, more open trends 
in sexual attitudes. Here at college | have 
been exposed to a much wider spectrum of 
opinion and practice, and while reading 
some back issues of Penthouse, | was re- 
minded of some high-school experiences 
that may show some would-be sophisti- 
cates that we woods-dwellers aren't the 
hicks sore people believe us to be 

| used to work at a selective cutting log- 
ging camp on the St. John River. Our crew 
usually included a dozen professional log 
gers, twice that number of unskilled high- 
school help, and six or eight women cooks, 
wives, and sweethearts. Usually, we 
worked five twelve-hour days, then piled 
onto one of the logging trucks to ride into 
Fort Kent for a wild weekend. We would 
draw lots to see who stayed to watch the 
equipment, especially the portable ma- 
chines. One Friday night my lot came up, 
and | had to stay in camp with two other 
camp members—Old Jacques, a 
French-Canadian hunter and guide hired 
for the summer, and Linda, a French-and- 
Indian girl with long, black hair. It was an 
unlikely trio! 

| regretted my luck as the truck drove off 
with my friends, but Jacques drew me 
aside and produced a fifth of whiskey. He 


Give him a hint. 
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Seagram's 7 Crown. For 30 years, 
its been America’s favorite whiskey. 
And for 30 Christmases, 
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Say Seagram’s 


had lost his leg in the woods years before, 
when a tree fell in a mountain-cut opera- 
tion, and he now worked the sawmill's large 
blade on lumbering days. As we began to 
get drunk, he turned on a truck radio to a 
Quebec station and, despite his amputa- 
tion, executed some amazingly agile folk 
dances, singing in bawdy French. In no 
time the liquor was gone, and | had joined 
in his crazy, reeling dance 

We whirled and stomped up against the 
women’s shelter, and along the wall to the 
kitchen, The generator was humming, and. 
far from the truck, we could hear no music. 
We collapsed laughing against the build- 
ing. Suddenly, Jacques grinned and put a 
finger to his lips, signaling for silence. We 
got to our feet and 
hobbled into the 
kitchen 

Linda was washing 
dishes in a huge gal- 
vanized tub. Her cot- 
ton shirt was soaked 
and partially unbut- 
toned, revealing her 
large, firm breasts 
Intent on her wash- 
ing, she was bent 
over the tub up to her 
elbows in warm, soapy 
water. | became in- 
stantly aroused, Linda 
heard us then, with 
Jacques panting from 
his exertions, and 
turned her head in 
my direction without 
leaving her work 
Jacques slid down 
the wall, dead drunk 
and | was alone with 
her. 

With the courage of 
liquor, | acted more 
boldly than my strict 
upbringing would 
have permitted. | 
caressed her in my 
arms, not speaking, 
finding her lips, 
breasts. and vulva in 
an alcoholic haze 
which cleared as my 
passion grew. She 
responded beauti- 
fully, and soon we lay on the floor, where we 
made reckless love. She taught me the 
“logger-style,” guiding my penis in a rear- 
entrance position, and she achieved sev 
eral intense orgasms before my climax, 
and we both fell back to recuperate 

As | lay back, | eyed the tub full of warm 
dishwater, and memories of my childhood 
filled me, when my mother had given all of 
us children enemas once a month, | re- 
membered the erotic feeling of those ses- 
sions, and my limp organ stiffened at the 
thought. Linda saw my new life and was 
about to mount me again. | gently sug- 
gested she sit back, then | enquired if she 
had a douche. She replied that she did and 
ran to her quarters to get it. When she re- 
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turned | had her fill the bag with the still- 
lukewarm dishwater, and she inserted the 
douche-nozzle into my anus. After several 
applications | had over two quarts, and we 
improvised a plug from a cork in a cabinet, | 
serviced her in the same fashion, and, filled 
with lust, we banged off half a dozen violent 
orgasms before releasing the plugs, enjoy- 
ing the sensation of warm, soapy water 
cascading over our genitals 

Meanwhile, Old Jacques began to stir. 
Smiling at each other, Linda and | rose with 
one motion and dragged the groggy lum- 
berman to the tub. In a few moments, he 
groaning with pleasure as we adminis- 
tered a three-quart enema. Linda was 
aroused by the exposed stump of his leg 
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and began to fellate him, simultaneously 
giving me a handjob. Jacques was now 
fully conscious and ejaculated in a few 
moments with loud grunts of joy. 

| performed cunnilingus on Linda and 
also gave her a rim-job, since | knew the 
enema ensured cleanliness. She came 
more times than | could count 

Poor Old Jacques was exhausted and 
fell back asleep, despite Linda's alternpts 
torevive him. She straddled him in vain and 
then devoted her attentions to me. This 
time, | administered a small enema to her 
and began to cornhole her. The sensation 
was fantastic. | have never enjoyed myself 
more. 

When the rest of the crew came back on 
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Sunday morning, there was a lot of brag- 
ging, but Linda, Jacques, and | never tolda 
soul! Linda and | still have a sexual rela- 
tionship my college friends envy, but that 
night was by far the most exciting and 
satistying.—G.P., address withheld 


It's log jams like that which keep the pri 
paper going up 
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Sexamination 
Last year you ran a letter entitled “Naughty 
Nurses,” That letter was so reminiscent of 
an experience | had several years ago that 
for a moment | thought the same naughty 
nurses might have been involved. They did 
seem to have very similar preoccupations 
to the ones | ran into. 
| was twenty-one at 
the time and at the of- 
fices of an internist in 
L.A., where | was 
being checked out 
for a gastric problem 
After the doctor's 
examination, | was 
turned over to a very 
attractive nurse 
about five or six years 
older than | was, who 
had been present 
during most of the 
doctor's examination 
She seemed to be 
very proficient in her 
duties, knowledge- 
able in medical mat- 
ters, and although | 
was attracted to her, | 
was rather shy as she 
led me down a hall to 
the X-ray room. (She 
had given me a robe 
grille to wear over my 
d shorts, which was all | 
had had on during 
the examination.) 
When we got there, 
she instructed me to 
take the robe off and 
get on the X-ray ta- 
ble, which stood in 
the center of the 
room, It was a cold 
black slab with lots of 
equipment hanging 
over it. She took several pictures of my 
abdomen, during which time she was quite 
friendly. | was put much more at ease. Then 
she asked me to turn on my stomach and to 
pull my shorts down to my knees. | did this 
while trying to stay face down on the table 
She then took several X-rays of my 
bottom—and between each shot, seemed 
to be trying to adjust the camera just 
right—and pressed tny bullocks down to- 
ward the table. This produced an erection 
as my penis pressed against the cold ta- 
ble 
At this point the door opened, and | 
heard a female voice ask the nurse if she 
would join her in a cup of coffee. When the 
nurse responded by asking her to get an 


WHY MOST CRITICS USE 
MAXELL TAPE TO EVALUAT E 
TAPE RECORDERS. 


Any critic who wants to 
do a completely fair and 
impartial test of a tape re- 
corder is very fussy about 
the tape he uses. 

Because a flawed tape 
can lead to some very mis- 
leading results. 

A tape that can’t cover 
the full audio spectrum 
can keep a recorder from 
ever reaching its full 
potential. 

A tape thats noisy 
makes it hard to measure 
how quiet the recorder is. 

A tape that doesnt 
have a wide enough bias 
latitude can make you 
question the bias settings. 


And a tape that doesnt 


sound consistently the 
same, from end to end, 
from tape to tape, can 
make you question the 
stability of the electronics. 

If a cassette or 8-track 
jams, it can suggest some 
nasty, but erroneous com- 
ments about the drive 
mechanism. 

And if a cassette or 
8-track introduces wow 
and flutter, ifs apt to pro- 
duce some test results that 
anyone can argue with. 

Fortunately, we test 
every inch of every Maxell 
cassette, 8-track and reel- 
to-reel tape to make sure 


Sy Reneers 


Maxell. The tape that’s too good for most equipment. 


Maxell Corporation of America, 130 West Commercial Ave. Moonachie. New Jersey 07074 


they don't have the prob- 
lems that plague other 
tapes. 

So ifs not surprising that 
most critics end up with our 
tape in their tape recorders. 

Ifs one way to,guaran- ~ 
tee the equipment will get 
a fair hearing. 
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| tive, mid-twentie tort and tight 
to her (her name was Stephanie; the first 
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s if | weren't 


rse was JoAnn), and she drank her c 
fee and talked with JoAnr 
while the tre wt on my 
$ continuing and somehow (I 
was in the period between 
Stephanie's trip for lee) my underpants 
had been slipped off entirely. Now | was 
completely nude (and, | might add, a bit 
chilly). | almost knew what to expect next 
ised and flustered 
ne to turn on my back 
d, she slapped me s 
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my hands and knees. JoAnn moved the 
X-ray equipment around behind me and 
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BSR gives you still more. | Consumer Products Group, BSR phan 
Like a locking umbrella spindle (USA) Ltd., Blauvelt, N.Y. 10913. my spread cheeks wider apart while JoAnn 
pressed the instrument deeper into my 
anus. Then | was told to maintain t 
position but perpendicular to the length of 
the table. At this time | was still under the 
impression that this was a medically re 
quired examination, although the methods 
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find out differently 
All three of us resumed the same pos 


orthodox jon | was te 


tion, and with Stephanie spreading my 
tocks wide, | suddenly felt a well-gre 
| rod being slipped into my 
| Stephanie came around to hold my torso 
up, and the rod was being moved in and 
out and rotated around more quickly. | 


Stephanie reached under to grab my pr 
and another hand from behind fondled my 
balls. The rod, which turned out to be a 
vibrator, was turned on, and very soon 
thereafter, | shot into Stephanie's hands 
and onto the floor. Stephanie said she 
would have liked tc Vitin her mouth but 

| that “she couldn't do that in the office 
When | asked what that meant, they both 
asked me if I'd be interested in resuming 
similar activities away from the office 
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When | said yes, they said they'd make an 
appointment” for me at their own place 
When | asked what that would cost me 
they laughed and asked if | meant "in 
noney.” When | said that was what | had 
meant, they said it wouldn't cost anything 
except my carfare. When | tried to get more 
Jetails, they said they couldn't talk about it 
then, quickly cleaned me up, and handed 
me the robe along with a slip of paper | 
which had their address and a time and 
Jate written on it 
| debated at length with myself as to 
whether | should show up. At that time | also. 
didn't know whether I'd have to go back to 
the doctor's office and what | should do 
about that. Eventually temptation and 
curiosity took the better of me, and | 
showed up at the appointed hour. | rang 
.the bell at an apartment door in a rather | 
swanky building. But when a very frumpy 
housewife answered the door, | suspected 
the worst. She had never heard of a 
Stephanie or a JoAnn, in the building or in 
the neighborhood. | made my apologies 
and beat a hasty retreat from the impatient 
and suspicious look she was giving me. 
| was too scared to risk another “mis: 
take" so | never went back to the original 
doctor's office. A few years later, | was par- 
rly horny one day and got my courage 
up enough to go back. But he had moved 
1d left no forwarding address. It all seems 
ike a wonderful dream to me now.—A.L 


Getting with the program 
Over the past few years, | have been follow- 
ing the letters that have referred to female 
dominance. | feel that! have a deep-rooted | Forcolorreproduction of complete Wild Turkey painting by Ken Davies, 19 by 21/send Sl to Box 929-P-1, Wall St.Sta.,NY.10005 
desire to try this with my girl friend 

Of the very few letters written by women 
telling how they manage to get their men to o 
submit, one oF two have come. close, to Wild Turkey Lore: 
reminding me of my girl friend and some of 
her own attitudes. She's not really a wom: 


en's ibber, but | am certain that she has a In 1776 Benjamin Franklin 
Peer hon eine ien letes and proposed that the Wild 


have had her read them, too. She admits 


that omewhat interested but says Turkey be adopted as the 
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such a program symbol of our country. 
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readers of Penthouse will open up and give The eagle was chosen 


Cindy some ideas. We really enjoyed the 


article “The February Fantasy” in the Octo instead 


ber issue. That gave us some ideas as well 


as got us to write this letter to Penthouse The Wild Turkey 


| did follow the advice in “Toe-ing the 


line” about kissing her foot, and it worked later went on to 
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THE AMOROUS ASTROLOGER 


BY MARTINE 


ccower» CAPRICORN 


THE CAPRICORN MALE 


Women are attracted to his smoldering 
passion and intrigued by his frank 
earthy approach. Capricorn knows 
what he wants, and he moves toward it 
as steadily as a river finds its way to the 
ocean 

Few Capricorns are romantics. They 
won't describe how the moon ascends 
the bright empyrean. The typical son of 
Saturn is a realist. When he chooses a 
woman, his sole purpose is to bed her 
by the most expedient means available. 

Capricorn is careful, however, to 
conceal this purpose; it might frighten 
the quarry away. He's a past master at 
concealing his thoughts. Most women 
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he's known have never really been able 
to figure him out, for underneath the so- 
cial mask he wears there are still other 
masks. The real person, deep down, is 
seldom revealed 

The Capricorn male is reserved 
cautious, and patient as a statue. He 
feels that time is on his side. Because 
the Capricorn is self-c ined and 
values privacy, some consider him 
aloof or shy. But such aloofness is not 
cold.” and such shyness is certainly 
not a symptom of weakness. His affec- 
tions are deep and strong 

The typical male of this sign is seri- 
ous, even somber, as a young adult. He 
is peering at his compass to find his true 
North. The Capricorn has little time for 


the idle merriment of those born under 
other signs. He is a thorough and care- 
ful preparer. Given a task to do, he will 
not plunge right in; rather, he'll begin by 
browsing through the books and jour- 
nals at the library: others have con- 
fronted this problem before him, and he 
intends to profit by their experience. He 
won't act until he's sure he thoroughly 
understands the problem. But once he 
begins to move, he can't be stopped 
until he reaches his goal. It would be 
easier to stop an avalanche. 
Capricorns are great listeners. At a 
party, for example, ifa “Cap” finds him- 
selt seated next to a nincompoop with a 
brain of pure lard, he'll listen politely 
He believes in the old adage thatevena 
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stopped watch is right twice a day. And too, 
cart a useful piece of intormation be 
picked up almost anywhere? 

While not the life of the party, Capricorns 
are not party-poopers either, They may not 
sparkle like a bottle of bubbly, but they will 
never be flat and stale. One reason is that 
they are such good listeners, and another 
is that they are well informed and have 
something pertinent to say on almost any 
subject 

Anyone born under this sign Is gitted with 
the ability to see through those pretending 
to be what they are not. The observant Cap- 
ricom may not say anything, since he is in- 
stinctively courteous. But a phoney, even 
if he can lie like an ambassador, will never 
fool a Capricorn. 
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soft music play, and, if possible. have a 
chilled bottle of Moét-Chandon close at 
hand 

One favorite sexual variation of the Cap- 
ricorn male is the bondage game. He is 
Stimulated by the sight of a naked woman 
in bed, her wrists and ankles tied to the 
bedposts. It’s an invitation to make love at 
leisure, to explore every part of her body 
before moving on to convince her that Life 
ls Beautiful 

Ihis can become a problem, however, 
as some bondage games can be a turn-on 
to sadism as well as to sex. The Capricorn 
male is not free, unfortunately, of the im- 
pulse to abuse his sex partner. He may get 
rough, and a woman will end up wishing 


movements “The way | tie her up," he told 
me proudly, “a woman can lie there all night 
without feeling any discomfort.” Only one 
of the many joys of scouting 

The male Capricorn enjoys erotic mas- 
Sage, particularly when a woman uses her 
breasts instead of her hands. If she slides 
her nipples slowly over his face and mouth, 
then descends to the genital area and 
caresses the tip of his cock with her nipple, 
the message will flash to his Mission Con- 
trol. Blast off! 


THE ARR GORN FEMALE 
(WHAT EVERY MAN 
SHOULD Nw) 
This tempestuous female will not put her 
neck into any man's 


The two things he 
values most are his 
family and his money. 
It's impossible to part 
him from either. 


CAPRICORN 

AS A LOVER 

Sexually, Capri- 
corn isn't the inno- 
vator lype. He’s con- 
vinced that since 
mankind has beenon 
the planet for a cou- 
ple of million years 
and most of what is 
necessary to know 
about sex has al- 
ready been discov- 
ered, no one is likely 
to come up with any 


new, earthshaking 
wrinkles. 
Still, he thinks a 


woman is entitled to 
the best he can of- 
fer—and he's sure 
there isn't any better 

The most stunning 
sexual characteristic 
of Capricorn is his 
sheer stamina. He is 
no in-again, out- 
again Finnegan 
Capricorn hangs in 
there, keeps right on 
top of things, brings a 


The stereo music center 
with a handle. 


“tem ang go arnicors! outdoors, anywhere you want 
great stereo music. It’s got AM, FM, two shortwave 
bands, a built-in cassette deck, twin condenser 
mikes, dual-element 5" speakers, and provisions 
to use optional external mikes or speakers. It 
_—® sounds so good you 

can even use it as a radio/ 

cassette deck for your hi fi 

system. It's one dynamic 

package. Once you hear it 

you'll want to carry it 

out by the handle. 
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yoke. She may ap- 
pear to be submis- 
sive, but she's about 
as pliant and yielding 
as a vertical tram- 
poline: you can make 
your dent, but she'll 
always spring back 
into shape. 

Ifaman has his eye 
on a Capricom beau- 
ty, he'd better pre- 
pare for a long siege. 
She's not going to be 
easy to win over. She 
expects to be pur- 
sued, wooed, put into 
the mood. More than 
women born under 
any of the other 
signs, the Capricorn 
needs to be shown 
she is loved and ap- 
preciated. But be- 
cause of her inherent 
Pride and dignity, this 
need isn't always ap 
parent to the casual 
observer. In fact, 
most men tend to 
think that the Cap- 
nicorn woman is dis- 
tant and unrespon- 
sive. She seems con- 
tent to be a loner and 
spend her evenings 
happily curled up 


woman to where 
she's ready—more than ready—then 
slowly withdraws to start the process all 
over again. To him sex is a matter of balanc- 
ing pressures and tensions, pleasures and 
titillations. Just when a woman is about to 
Start clawing the wallpaper, he'll switch toa 
Slightly ditferent position (or even a radi- 
cally different position) in order to vary and 
prolong the exquisite sensations. 
Capricorn prefers a comfortable setting 
Let others do it on a garage floor or stand- 
ing up in the closet—he doesn't see why a 
woman should have to bruise her back or 
pretend she's a coat hanger. A nice, spa- 
cious bed with a firm mattress or a luxuri- 
ous ottoman with silk-covered pillows will 
do nicely, thank you. Dim the lights, let the 


she had her hands and feet free for self- 
defense. On the other hand, she may also 
be the kind who enjoys a little “discipline.” 

Even in bondage games, though, Cap- 
ricorn will make preparations to enhance 
the pleasure. One man | know dispensed 
with rope in favor of handcuffs and leg 
irons, these were actually more comfort- 
able, since they didn't pinch off circulation, 
and the fact that they were clearly 
escape-proof heightened both his and his 
partner's responses, Another Capricorn 
man, a department store executive, told 
me that he had been an Eagle Scout and 
that he knew how to tie trick knots which 
held a woman fast and yet allowed her to 
Participate fully in the final, explosive 


with a good book. 

But if you look a little deeper, you will find 
@ woman yearning for someone to take the 
time and trouble to penetrate her frigid 
facade. Whoever does will be greatly re- 
warded, for she is an exceptional woman 
who too often has to surrender the spotlight 
to the more superficially alluring, flirtatious, 
or available charmers. Her passions run 
deep, and so does her impact. Long after 
transitory affairs have run their course, this 
smoldering siren will hold her place in a 
man’s affections. She is not a lady fora day, 
but a woman for all seasons 

The Capricorn female is a good influ- 
ence on a man’s career, for she is a deter- 
mined overachiever and is as willing to find 
fulfillment through a husband or a lover as 
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THE NO SPRAY 
WAY TO CONTROL 
WETNESS ALL DAY 


Ou Spice 


Roll-On 
Anti-Perspirant 


DEODORANT 
DESIGNED FOR A MAN 


Switch to a Roll-On with a 
clinically tested formula that 
provides effective 24 hour odor and 
wetness control. 

OLD SPICE* Roll-On 
Anti-Perspirant. 

Quick drying man-sized 
protection comes out of that big ball 
applicator. 

All that and our great OLD 
SPICE fragrance. 

So make the switch! 


Protect yourself like a man. 


Ud Spice 


PROTECTION YOU DON'T HAVE TO CHECK. 
SHULTON 


through her own efforts. She is a gre 
guide to the top She can figure 
‘ound obstacles that appear m 
formidable to fainter hearts. But bewai 
her tendency to be overbearing or dominat- 
ing. She will try to run your life, because 
that's her nz but if a man lets her, she 
inevitably loses some respect for him 

In the are ex, she will try to stay ir 


control of —even position 
A favorit the astride position 
where she is dominant and can manipulate 


her lover's penis with both fingers and v. 
gina. But that's as far as she wants to go in 
the way of var 
theme. If her love e 
the exotic, he'll have to 
sive to g y the scene. 
take long ) the rhythm, howeve 
and once she's begun there'll be no turning 
back. She has to go right on to the finish, 
there—even if she has to last 
tr Her need 
ount; a 
ca- 


ions on 


t her to 


brust 
y pai 
trument for her ¢ 


man is 


tion 


If he does satisfy her 
be unstinting in praise < 
on him. She will she 
tell him what a marvelous love é 
may even tell her friends. She knows that 
wher cks up for him, apa 
ways § 4p for her 


CAPRICORN’S GUIDE TO 
SEXUAL COMPATIBILITY. 
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JRN AND LEO Extroverted Leo 
will be impatient with your introverted, se- 
cretive ways, And you can't stand Leo's 
habit of leaping first and looking afterward 
Also, you both want to rule in the bedroom 
Try elsewhere. 

CAPRICORN AND VIRGO There's no rea- 
son why this shouldn't click—except in the 
bedroom. You have to overcome your re- 
served natures for real sexuality to flourish 
But you have su much else in common, you 
may not care. 

CAPRICORN AND LIBRA You are intrigued 
by Libra, and Libra is charmed by your 


t Qrig 
begins to 
S yOu 
y cant 
are going to stay 
until the end of this 


‘our tenth F 


portant 
nterested 


now you've been handling d 
should be handled by another 
start to chat 
ly since 
appreciated an open argument, for 
that might risk your future. Settle for letting 
the truth be known, and it will solve your 
problem. Around Januan you will meet 
someone who will teach you things you 
were such fun, You're too shy 
about your sexual abilities. This is the time 
to display your prowess. Sexually Po! 
Days: January 2, 8-9, 12. 18. 28 

GEMINI (May 21-June 20) You're getting 
itchy because you seem unable to enjoy a 
current amour; you hate to be moving 
along in arut. Actually, you're undergoing a 
very subtle change, getting ready for anew 
life, one much looser and happier, This 
would have been clear to you sooner if you 


inder 


had had someone to confide in, but the 
person you Have been closest to nasn'tand 
doesn't sympathize either with the conclu- 
sions you're coming to or with your emerg- 
ing self. A brief holiday—perhaps at 
place where you can swing as you really 
want to—will clarify matters for you during 
the last week of January. Sexually Potent 
Days: January 4, 11-12, 17, 20, 31 
CANCER (June 21-July 22) That joyou 
carefree love affair suddenly shows 
darker side. You've been going along think- 
ing it would last forever, and now you dis- 
cover you were living in a dream world. It's 
as though a cavernous pit had opened he 
neath your feet. Your depressed mood will 
however, and you will find yourself 
happier for ridding yourself of a delusion 
All kinds of new opportunities will come 
your way, especially after January 20. 
Keep asi hold on your emotions; you wil 
come out on top. In the end, the screwing 
you got will be worth it for the screwing 
you'll get. Sexually Potent Days: January 7, 
13-14, 21-22, 30. 

LEO (July 23-August 22) Your love life 
seems pretty routine. This is a period in 
which to be content with conquests you've 
made and to avoid pursuing too many in- 
terests, which dissipate your phy: 
energies. Someone from the recent past 
returns to spark your interest This love af- 
fair begins more dramatically than it ends, 
for eventually everything winds down in just 
the way it did before: same causes, same 
results. In business, assert your personality 
and you will get your way. But don't take 
extreme actions or express extreme view- 
points, or else your reputation as a sound 
thinker and planner will suffer. Sexually Po. 
tent Days: January 1, 6-8, 15, 25-26. 
VIRGO (August 23-September 22) This is 
the beginning of an exciting year for you 
Someone you've wanted for a long time is 
Now within your reach, but don't be hasty in 
grabbing for her; too many people miss the 
brass ring by lunging at it too soon, Pros- 
pects for a thrilling new affair are excellent 
In business, you'll do better to study a prob- 
fem in the round, not just in its (apparent) 
one dimension; there will be unforeseen 
facets to evaluate that will call for your t 
wisdom and experience. Some time 
alone will prove helpful—and that means 
alone. There are mixed auguries for the last 
ten days: be especially cautious about tal 
ing risks in business. Sexually Potent 
January 3, 8-9, 17-18, 21, 23 
LIBRA (September 23. yer 22) Your 
sex partner's mood is changi toward 
you, You must try to remain cheerful, be- 
cause at the moment there is nothing you 
can do to improve matters; and there is risk 
of a setback if you fail to stay cool and show 
that even temper that Librans are famous 
for. After January 20 the high tide of provo 
cation will pass, and there will be smoother 
Sailing. A new romantic interest will enter 
your life, but you must let her know how you 
feel. Be bold and aggressive. When you 
reveal the true fervency of your desire, her 
fesponse will surprise you. Sexually Potent 
Days: January 1-2, 15, 19-20, 26, 30. 


SCORPIO (October 23—November 21) You 
need a better way to communicate with 
someone close to you, for thus far she 
thinks that you don't share her interests and 
convictions. An encounter with someone 
you knew last year will have an unlooked- 
for result. Dangerous emotional riptides 
are at work, and if you act recklessly, no 
one can predict what will happen. Encour. 
agement comes from someone who offers 
an exciting challenge, possibly a real ad. 
venture. And atits end, light will be shed on 
a mystery concerning someone you care 
about. Sexually Potent Days: January 5 
13-15, 21-22, 31 

SAGITTARIUS (November 22-December 
21) You continue working over or ona cr 
tive scheme that you hit upon last year. This 
has real possibilities if you curb extrava- 
gance. Use your best judgment and ex- 
press yourself fully in working out thi 
ture, and you will be certain of suc 
Between January 10 and 20 some misin- 
formation causes a problem in an intimate 
relationship. Time spent in quiet reflection 
will help you to get your head straight. With 
typical Sagittarian generosity, you should 
admit a mistake and start over again. Sex- 
ually Potent Days: January 6-7, 15, 17, 
24-25, 29, 

CAPRICORN (December 
You've been working hard to overcome a 
sexual problem and will now begin making 
real progress. Mars enters your sign on 
January 2, and, given renewed eneray. you 
will easily resolve the problem. A fascinat- 
ing woman you met (probably right after 
New Year's) would like very much to know 
you better, Don't be frustrated by your in- 
stinctive timidity, for it's important for you to 
allow your passions full rein. The outcome 
of this relationship will be meaningful to 
your future during the next few years. Sex 
ually Potent Days; January 2, 8-9, 17-19. 
26-27. 

AQUARIUS (January 20-February 18) A 
delightful amour begins for you with a 
kindred soul. You want to see more and 
more of each other, Her appearance at this 
time is fortunate, for it is almost the start of 
your birthday month—and you are still lick- 
ing your wounds from a previous disap. 
pointment. In business, between January 8 
and 16, you take on more duties and re- 
sponsibilities but aren't sure the financial 
vard is worth it. Don't worry; there are 
excellent chances for money and recogni- 
tion. You can afford to be aggr 
throughout this month. Sexually Pot 
Days: January 1, 11-12, 19-23, 30 
PISCES (Febr 19-March 20) Im 
provement in your general health and ap- 
pearance is helpful to you in your love life. 
You have a lot going for you in the sexual 
area, and anew pet has some very interest. 
ing, though kinky, new ideas. This is a fa- 
vorable time for achievement in a career 
matter. Several plans are now ripe for being 
dusted off and put into action A V 1.P. wha 
is envious of you tries to use something 


A 


against you in a vindictive way. Be cau- 


tious. Sexually Potent Days: January 4-5, 


10, 16, 27-29, Ot 
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Switch from your spray deodorant 
to the number one Stick Deodorant. 
OLD SPICE 

It's so effective, it protects up to 
24 hours. 

What's more, it's guaranteed not 
to stain or your money back. 

(see package for details) 

And to top it all, it’s got that 
great OLD SPICE fragrance. 

So make the switch! And protect 
yourself like a man. Also available in 


Lime, Musk and Herbal. 
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Accutraé . 
atable with eyes. 


Introducing Accutrac. 
The only turntable in the world 
that lets you tell an LP which selections 

you want to hear, the order you want to hear 
themin, even how many times you want to 
hear each one. 
Sounds like something out of the 21st 
century, doesn't it? Well, as a result of 
Accutrac’s electro-optics, computer program- 
ming and direct drive capabilities, you 
can have it today. 
Just imagine you want to 

hear cuts 5, 3 and 7 in that order. 
Maybe you even want to hear cut 
3 twice, because it’s an old favorite, 
Simply press buttons 5, 3, 3 again, 
then 7. Accutrac’s unique infra-red 
beam, located in the tonearm head, scans 
the record surface. Over the recorded 
portion the beam scatters but over the smooth 
surface between selections the infra-red light 
is reflected back to the tonearm, directing it 
to follow your instructions. 


What's more, it can do this by cordless 
remote control, even from across the room. 


The arm your fingers never have to touch. 

Since Accutrac’s tonearmis electroni- 
cally directed to the record, you never risk 
dropping the tonearm accidently and scratch- 
ing a record, or damaging a stylus. 

And, since it cues electronically, too, 
you can interrupt your listening and then 
ise it up again in the same groove, within a 
taction ofa revolution. Even the best damped 
cue lever can't provide such accuracy. Or 


safety. 


What you hear is as incredible as what 
you see. 

Because the Accutrac servo-motor 
which drives the tonearm is decoupled the 
instant the stylus goes into play, both hori- 
Zontal and vertical friction are virtually elimi- 
nated. That means you get the most accurate 
tracking possible and the most faithful 
reproduction. 

You also get wow and flutter at a com- 
pletely inaudible 0.03% WRMS. Rumble at 
—70 dB (DINB). A tracking force of a mere 
3/4 gram. And tonearm resonance at the 
ideal 8-10 Hz. 

The Accutiac 4000 system. When you 
see and hear what it can do, you'll never be | 
satisified owning anything else. 


Its father wasa turntable. 
Its mother wasa computer. 


The Accutrac'4000 
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'@ Whipped cream is fine 
for oral sex, but weight-watchers 
will prefer rubbing two peach 
halves against each other's genitals. 
it makes for a great taste. ® 
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XAVIERA'S LETTER 

OF THE MONTH 

My wife and | are very fond of 
our neighbors, Delores and 
Tom, About a month after 
they moved to our neighbor- 
hood, it became apparent to 
us that something was not 
quite right with their mar- 
riage. Delores seemed very 
high-strung and nervous, 
while her husband was 
somewhat despondent. One 
day, as we were chatting, | 
asked Tom if he ever thought 
they could live happily to- 
gether without a good sex 
life. He sadly shook his head 
and said that that was one of 
their major problems. | then 
asked him if he'd considered 
any kind of marriage counsel- 
ing. He said that they'd gone 
to two such therapists, but 
that nothing seemed (o work. 

He confessed that he was 
now impotent 

Shortly after my conversation with Tom, Delores told my wife that 
she had an insatiable sex drive and often masturbated with a 
vibrator After my wife's conversation with Delores, she could talk 
about nothing but “poor Delores.” It finally got to the point where I 
couldn't stand to hear about this woman anymore, and so | blurted 
out, “Well. what the hell do you want me to do? Go over there and 
fuck her myself so that she can have some good sex?" 

My wife paused. thought for a moment, and then said, “! dont 
believe thar Delores would ever play around behind Tom's back 
But why don't you give it @ Iry? It might save her sanity. 

L couldn't believe it! My own wife was saying that! could screw 
some other woman. |. asked her if she'd discussed this with Delo- 
res. Her reply: "Not exactly.” It seemed, from what my wife said, 
that Delores and her husband had seriously discussed the proba- 
bility of her seeking some kind of male companionship for sexual 
purposes 

When the four of us spent an evening together at their house a 


MADAM 


tew days later. | could imme- 
diately see that Delores and 
Tom were notin the cheeriest 
mood. | even asked if they 
wanted to call the evening 
off. But Delores pleaded with 
me to stay, and the conversa- 
tion soon got around to the 
possibility of my sleeping 
with Delores. Actually, it was 
Tom who made the sugges 
tion. He said his wife needed 
some kind of sexual release 
and that she needed more 
than just her vibrator. Tom 
wanted Delores to be happy, 
but he didn't want her screw- 
ing around with just any guy 
He asked me if I'd perform 
these services. 

| swallowed hard, and then 
my wife spoke: “It's okay with 
me, really. This is serious 
business. It's their marriage, 
and | understand. | just pray 
to God that this will never 
happen to us, because | 
know how difficult this has been for Tom and Delores 

With that, | told Tom and Delores that | understood the delicacy 
of their problem. | said, however, that | could not perform these 
services if everyone in the room did not support the idea 100 
percent. My wife squeezed my hand and said, “Please do it’ Torn 
spoke, saying that if | didn't do it, someone they didn't really want 
would have to perform these sexual duties. Finally, Delores walkeu 
over tome, sat on my kriee, and kissed me long and hard. She then 
whispered in my ear that she was getting a “giant sexual rush’ 
She kissed mie again. took me by the hand, and escorted me to 
their bedroom 

What happened then was very relaxed and natural, | must say- | 
undressed her sexy body as she kept hugging me and kissing me. 
When her bra came off, she lay back on the bed, and | furiously 
kissed her fine breasts and nipples for about ten minutes, during 
which time | fingered her pussy. Then she got such a rush! She 
pushed me back, got on top of me, and rode me like | was a horse, 


All inquiries are treated in contidence. Send to 
Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York. N.Y. 10022 
Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies can be supplied 
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with her sloshy pussy moving crazily 
against my hard cock, We came together. 

We stayed in bed for a few more minutes 
and then showered, dressed, and returned 
to our spouses, Both my wife and Tom were 
eager to hear about our first session to: 
gether. Delores proclaimed that it was truly 
beautiful, that it was “just what the doctor 
ordered.” My wife smiled in appreciative 
pride 

Delores and | now have an understand- 
ing that whenever she really needs it, I'll try 
my best to get her off that hot tin roof. 

Xaviera, now | would like to relate three 
incidents which have occurred as. a result 
of our relationship. 

While “doubling” once at a drive-in mov- 
Je, Delores got the hots for action with me 
and spelled out what she wanted, Her hus 
band and | exchanged seats so that Delo- 
res and | could fuck in the back 

While shopping together as a trio—Delo- 
res, my wife, and me—Delores got such a 
case of the hots that she paid for a motel 
foom so we could screw right there. My 
wife took a cab home 

Finally, on a recent picnic, Delores got 
the urge, rolled her tongue over her lips 
and said, “I'd just love to suck that cock of 
yours.” In seconds my fly was open, my 
pants were down, and her mouth was 
chomping on my cock. In no time | shot my 
wad of sperm into her mouth. After that, she 
Said that | owed her one. | asked if she 
wanted to get fucked. She said, “No. | want 


you to eat my pussy.” 

| guess some people might disapprove 
of our on-loan—and on-approval. —type of 
relationship. I'm just thankful that! can be of 
help to someone in need. I'm just a 
fnend.—T. J, 


You've been a good boy scout, | must say. | 
have no idea how long you intend to exer- 
cise your saviorlike talents, but | sincerely 
hope that some day soon Tom will recuper- 
ate from his sexual depression. After all 
what are the four of you doing to help him 
achieve a good sexual release? Doesn't he 
want to service his own wife? Instead of just 
thinking about Delores, maybe you all 
ought to see that Tom gets some good pro- 
fessional help. | can’t imagine that their 
marriage will improve all that much if he 
remains just an impotent spectator, 


THE COCKTEASER EXPOSED 
(live on the island of Oahu in Hawail. 'm a 
twenty-seven-year-old female, and | love to 
sunbathe in the nude. I'm also a confirmed 
cockteaser. Don't get me wrong! / g 
bed with many m but! think nothing is 
more fun than cockteasing. I'd like some 
useful hints trom you, plus a few questior 
answered. 

First of all, I've devised many ways to 
cocktease men. I'll briefly describe a few. 

I'm very well endowed; my nipples are 
very large, and the area around the nipple 
is very dark—larger than the circumfer- 


ence of your average coffee cup. | love to 
wear see-through blouses, with no bra 
When | walk on the street, | drive the men 
crazy. | also have a really hairy bush, and [ 
never even trim it. It's just a mass of black 
hair. The men get quite a gander at it when! 
wear short skirts 

| own a few pairs of crotchless panties 
wnich { wear when | put on a short skirt. | 
just love to pull into a gas station, hike my 
skirt up, and give the attendant the thrill of 
his life. When I'm shopping, | sometimes 
wear a supershort skirt, with no panties 
Whenever | walk up some stairs, | always 
make sure that there's a man or men be 
hind me. Of course, they get a good shot of 
my pussy when | bend down. And believe 
me, | don't have to bend over that far for 
them to see my good bush. 

One day, as | was shopping, | noticed 
this man following me. | was wearing a 
short, black miniskirt and a see-through 
blouse. Of course, | made sure thathe gota 
good show, | went into a shoe store, and he 
followed me in. | took a seat, and he sat 
dowr directly across trom me. | made 
damn sure he got some good beaver 
shots. Well, this guy was going crazy. When 
he stood up, you could see the bulge in his 
Pants, and | must say | was turned on, too. | 
then left the store and went to my car. Still 
he followed me, and so | got brave; | gave 
him another good show, when | bent over to 
pul my packages in the trunk. He was 
Standing pretty near to me; so | made the 
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| hate Moscow. Maybe 
it's all happening here, 
but not for you and me 


TRAVEL 


in—and the anonymous 
ones that are labeled sim- 
ply “Bread” or “Meat” 


All the best things are 
occurring behind other 
people's closed doors 
the lavish party-member 
and KGB dachas in Os- 
tafievo. Morozovka. and 


Lesnye Dali 
Khrushchev preferred 
the Zavidova “hunting 


preserve,” and so does 
Leonid Brezhnev. This 
classic Sagittarius is 
usually hunting deer, 
boar, and other game; 
driving at high speed his 
dozen motor cars—Rolls 
Royce Silver Cloud, Cit- 
foén-Maserati, Cadillac 
Eldorado, Chevrolet 
(courtesy of Comrade 
Nixon), Mercedes 450 
SLC; chain-smoking 
Philip Morris Multifilters: 
and appreciating the 
ample folklore of folk- 
singer Ludmilla Zykina 
When not so occupied, 
Mister Brezhnev lives 
quietly with his plump, 
gray wife, Viktoria Pe- 
trovna, and their grand- 
daughter, Galina, occu- 
pying a five-room flat in 


(Bones," would be more 
accurate, said Solzheni- 
tsyn, and one may ask why 
not "Pious Folk,” “Non- 
conformists,” “Jews''?) 
This has always been 
a rather nasty piece of 
real estate. Your Intourist 
guide might tell of the un- 
fortunate Vereshchagin. 
whowas torn to shreds in 
Furkasovsky in 1812, 
and surely of the infa- 
mous Darya Saltychika 
(1730-1801), a lady who 
slaughtered her serfs 
wholesale in Bolshaya 
Lubyanka, In fact, the In- 
tourist girls will tell you all 
about all the build- 
ings—all but number 
two—as the tour bus cir- 
cles around Dzerzhinsky 
Square. Better to dis- 
cuss the happy newly- 
weds you've just photo- 
graphed as they paid the 
de-rigueur morning visit 
to Lenin's Tomb prior to 
climbing into bile-green 
taxis with huge baby 
dolls strapped on as 
less-than-subtle hood 


an innocuous, Stalin- 
esque-Gothic block at 
Kutuzovsky Prospekt 24 


LUSTY GUIDE IC 


MOSCOW 


ornaments. As for that 
other place, every Intour- 
ist guide reports daily to 
the fourth section of the 


Napoleon's fated route 
into town. Nearby is 
lamppost number thirty-five, which was a 
favorite marking spot for Col. Oleg Pen- 
kovsky (who was certainly one of the 
more spectacular defectors to the West) 
before he made his periodic dubok 
(‘dead drop") at Pushkin Street 5/6. 

If you want to know more about the 
chuzhoi (the agent who spies for money) 
try the Aragvi Restaurant (Gorki Street 6; 
229-37-62), a KGB tavorite. 

But at Dzerzhinsky Square 2, life is 
somewhat less relaxed. "Komitet Gosu: 
Qarsivenno! Bezopastnosti” (''Extraordi- 
nary Commission Against Counterrevolu- 
tion and Sabotage.” or “Kah Gay Beh") 
hisses the lettering over the large, white- 
curtained central glass doors of the mas- 
sive, gray granite pile, twelve tense min- 
utes’ walk from the Kremlin and ten terrify- 
ing minutes to walk round. As you face this 
building, standing in the shadow of Detsky 
Mir (the largest children’s department 
Store in the world, on which site Andrei 
Chokhov cast the gigantic bronze Czar 
cannon during the sixteenth century), you 
are carefully observed by floor-length 


© gray coats, whose occupants, peering 
2 fromthe “traffic contro!” booth suspended 
& at the corner of Marx Prospekt, are not all 


5 traffic cops 


The nine-story newer section of KGB 
House at your right was built with the full 
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cooperation of German expatriates, short- 
ly after World War Il. The adjoining old 
section, toyour left, once housed the Czar- 
ist All-Russian Insurance Company and 
now includes the well-known Lubyanka 
Prison; 111 cells, two of which, numbers 
fifty-three and sixty-seven, were once oc- 
cupied by Mr. Solzhenitsyn 

Lubyanka's female guests occupy the 
second floor; personnel and offices are on 
the third; males are on the fourth and fifth 
floors, which latter floor includes an eigh- 
teen-foot concrete wall onits exercise roof 
so that the strollers won't leap into the 
already congested maze of nine streets 
running into Dzerzhinsky Square. The 
flies, roaches, and spiders crawling in 
dismal profusion on the walls of the per- 
suasion Cellar and the dark-as-a-pocket 
first-floor reception “boxes” have seen 
thousands broughtin for interrogation and 
dispatched to the euthanasia chambers. 

As you proceed past the barred win- 
dows along Dzerzhinsky Street and round 
the corner into Furkasovsky at the rear of 
the KGB-Lubyanka complex, you notice 
the posh Zil limousines gliding out the 
courtyard motor-pool entrance and the 
wire-screened Black Marias roaring 


BY ALAN H. MANKOFF 


seventh department of 
the second chief directorate of the KGB. 
As you return to Dzerzhinsky Square 
along Kirov Street, the eastern boundary 
of KGB House, to your left is the domicile 
where the brilliant and tragic poet Maya- 
kovsky was driven to suicide by Stalin in 
1930, Avenue Serov 3. But Ivan Aleksan- 
drovich Serov is no more honored here 
than he was by the British onhis last visit to 
London. This Beria aide and KGB boss 
(1954-58) helped the then Budapest Am- 
bassador Andropov crush the 1956 Hun 
garian Revolution but was dismissed after 
the extremely embarrassing Penkovsky 
defection. van Serov still lives at Granov- 
sky Street 3—secondentrance, flatseven- 
ty-one—a very important building on our 
itinerary, so loaded is it with Politburo 
members and other big shots 
Serov also retains a lovely Chekhovian 
log dacha in Kurkino-Mashkino, fourteen 
and one-half miles out of town. Here. and 
at Ananyevski Lane 2 (a typical “‘swallow's 
nest’), he staged the sexual subornation 
of Charles de Gaulle's ambassador, Mau- 
tice Dejean, and his wife, Marie-Claire, in 
1958. Serov also used the Praga Restau- 
rant (Arbat 2; 290-62-00; the osetrina, or 
sturgeon, is dandy in aspic, and Tort Praga, 
@ Sacher torte ripoff, are house special- 
ties). The KGB “swallow’ baits in the De- 
jean case, Yuri Krotkov (suave intellectual 
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and intimate of the Boris Pasternak family) 
and actress Larissa or “Lora” Kronberg- 
Sobolevskaya (a gorgeous Girl from Pe- 
trovka prototype) were later rewarded with 
banquets at the Previously noted Aragvi 
Restaurant and in the Metropole Hotel 
(Marx Prospekt 1; 228-40-60) 

Strong spirits of every variety can also be 
had at the KGB Club, Dzerzhinsky Square 
12, along with the best fresh fruits and veg- 
etables, the finest pale gray Beluga caviar, 
and the somewhat smaller Sevriuga and 
Osetrina at “to clear" prices, but only if one 
carries the special Red KGB identity card. 
You can get smashed on real Scotch whis- 
key and the Ukrainian Gorailka vodka, the 
latter so strong that it should be diluted with 
Stolichnaia, for about one ruble per bottle. A 
tuble theoretically equals about $1.54, but 
one can get up to three rubles per dollar at 
black-market rendezvous like the Sverdiov 
Square Metro Station! and the pathetic re- 
fuse dump that doubles as a football field 
opposite the Moscow Choral Synagogue, 
Arkhipova 8. Avoid all money changers 
(many are police plants), or you may end up 
dining at Dzerzhinsky 2—but not in the ex- 
Cellent basement and eighth-floor staff res- 
laurants, where there are yet more bargains 
for card-carrying budgeteers 

Other lusty Moscow attractions include 
the new Lefortova interrogation center and 
KGB remand prisons, Lefortovskaya and 
Poctovaya; the metro stop is Baumanska- 
ya. And close by is the Aero- and Hydrody- 


namics Institute, rather secret but not to the 
next-door prisoners, even the strongest of 
whom go a bit bonkers because of the un- 
relenting roar of the wind tunnel. 

But that's really KGB Col,-Dr, Daniil R 
Lunts's department. As head of the political 
department of the Serbsky Institute of 
Forensic Psychiatry, the sixty-five-year-old 
huckster psychiatrist pioneers against the 
dreaded disease of nonconformity 

All the latest tranquilizers are used. 
chlorpromazine (known in the U.S.S.R. as 
aminazine), haloperidol, resperdine, and 
sulfazine. The latter, a Molotov cocktail of 
purest sulfur suspended in peach oil, is the 
Only one for which Western shrinks have 
found no use—yet. Extraordinary fevers, 
amazing blood-pressure rises, curious 
abscesses, and fantastic physical pain are 
regularly achieved by means of simple 
muscular injections. Paranoia is treated by 
means of the “Mummy Method," that is, by 
wrapping the patient in wet, quick-drying, 
and thus contracting canvas. The “patho- 
logical characteristics” of “hypersensitiv- 
ity” are studied by another method: the 
patient stands naked before Dr. Lunts as 
he flickers pins into her breasts (curiously, 
this disease is rarely diagnosed in males) 

More treatment can be experienced at 
the Kaschenko Main Psychiatric Hospital's 
‘Special Department for Special Offend- 
ers" in Zagorodnoye, just off the Rostov- 
Crimea highway. Choose the Akademice- 
skaya Metro, and you can savor the 
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“Your tits are too small’ 


Schizophrenic shashlik of Teplyi Stan 
(‘Warm Field Camp") Restaurant, 
Novocheremushkinskaya 10; 126-13-50. In- 
tourist may have you certified and commit- 
ted for dining here, but one can sometimes 
order a great deal more than food and drink 
from the telephones at each table. (The 
Russians, unlike the French, usually mix 
their pleasures and sometimes cannot tell 
one from another.) 

Moscow laxis are also mixed pleasures, 
The meter drops at ten kopecks. To further 
rouse your wrath, the drivers never have 
change, aren't much interested in foreign 
currency, and are impossible to find when 
you want them, By law, no Soviet citizens, 
except officials, can stay in a hotel in their 
own town; so taxis become more profitable 
as bedrooms on wheels for fornicating 
couples, rolling whorehouses, and illegal 
vodka bars (and distilleries!), especially int 
colder months. As far as tipping is con- 
cerned, even the Russian word for it is 
rude: nachai, “for tea.” Ruder still is na 
vodku, “for vodka.” By and large driving a 
cab in Moscow is a sullen or profane piece 
of work (try to imagine a New York cabby 
who works for the KGB) 

Between the Lenin Central Stadium 
(Europe's largest, with a Capacity of 10- 
3,000) and the Moscow River Embank- 
ment, and beyond Novodevichy, the 
sprawling Luzhniki Market and Fair pro- 
vides a swampy haven for Moscow's 
blowsy underbelly of blind cat burglars, 
impotent pimps, mute con men, one- 
armed pickpockets, failed whores, incor- 
rigible (which is saying a great deal in Rus 
Sia) alcoholics, and nightmarish homosex- 
uals. As in many Western capitals, the 
Police tolerate this mixed-up bag of tricks 
in @ special area, because the more con- 
centrated the action is, the easier it is to 
control. 

In colder months the mob moves to the 
market next to the circus in Svetnoi Boule- 
vard and to the foot of the 1535 Kitai-Gorod 
Wall near the Metropole Hotel. And some- 
thing interesting is often happening in and 
around the Sauna at the Metro Station Au- 
tozavodskaya, on a weird and remote 
south Moscow sandbar formed by the 
horseshoe bend of the Moscow River. Until 
the 1920s this was a wasteland of crude 
shanties and quicksandlike mud known as 
Sukino-Boloto—"Bitch’s Bog." Now it is 
loaded with strategic dynamo and auto 
plants. | was told that one could buy a 
woman for less than the buzzards sold at 
the awful bird marketin the somewhat prox- 
imate Nishegorodskaya. And if you've 
found no action by this time, it's Probably all 
been rounded up behind the ten-foot iron 
fence of Petrovka 38, Moscow Criminal 
Police headquarters, 

Central Moscow is not exactly jumping 
You can be sure that any native women who 
approach you in the late-night, hard- 
Currency bars of the Metropole or Intourist 
Hotels (and in the far more interesting day- 
time cafés and those on lower Gorki 
Street) are either KGB-contralled or 
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desperate—and thus perhaps dis- 


eased—or very drunk or crazy. (And be 
especially wary of females who phone your 
room and coo “wrong number.” They are 
wrong numbers.) Or, perhaps, they are 
simply curious and courageous, for Soviet 
citizens run a risk in even speaking to a 
foreigner. At the least they'll be asked to 
make a full report. And 7 million civilians 
have been recruited as ‘volunteer 
police” —the druzhiniki 

The park by the Metro Station at Arbat 
Square may induce a tear if you've read Dr. 
Zhivago, and the always-crowded pedes- 
trian underpass at the bottom of Gorki 
Street is haps the very best place for 
pinching a Soviet bottom or catching an 
interesting eye. But you just might catch 
the clap from the scrofulous whores of 
Young Communist Square. Prices are 
alked on the soles of their paper-lined 
shoes as they schnorr (five to ten rubles) 
and snore in the cavernous waiting rooms 
of Komsomolskaya’s three railway 
stations—Kazan, Leningrad, and Yaroslav 
(for Siberia and Peking), What the women 
use in order to bribe the guards is one of 
the great questions of modern Marxism, for 
everyone is supposed to have a ticket. 

On Saturday nights trendy couples line 
up for the 23:55 “Love Train,” which is 
otherwise known as the Red Arrow Ex- 
press, They trip on mushrooms (a national 
obsession), ginseng pickled in 90 percent 
alcohol (sold in pharmacies along with 
hundreds of obscure grasses and herbs) 
and maxiskirts, even though Literaturnaya 
Gazeta often admonishes against Western 
styles with stories of young men who get 
their long hair caught in the spinning shafts 
of lathes. The pride of Russia's rails arrives 
in Leningrad at 8:25 the next morning and 
costs about sixteen dollars for one first- 
class sleeper and an extra fiver na Geor- 
gian cognac, which will ensure that the 
couple's compartment is otherwise unoc 
cupied. (Try a “Nikolasha” as the train pulls 
out: cognac with lemon slices dipped in 
sugar, itis sweet on the outside and sour on 
the inside, just like “Little Nicholas,” Rus- 
sia’s last czar.) Although some couples 
prefer company, others have no choice. 
Choirs" are as much a way of modern 
Soviet life as are taxi trysts, the hourly rent- 
ing of a friend's rare bachelor pad, and the 
cabins and decks of Moscow and Boska 
River cruise ships. Considering the awful 
Moscow housing shortage, group-sex 
choirs are more of a necessity than a plea- 
sure. Deadly earnest, like-minded couples 
and some anxious singles often rendez- 
vous at Intourist’s Arbat Restaurant 
Nightclub (Kalinina 29; 291-14-03), if only 
for the anonymity afforded by the 2,000 
diners and dancers, among them Mos: 
cow's “New Class" elite and their ap- 
paratchicks, Even the KGB has trouble pa- 
trolling this madhouse; and unless you and 
they have firm reservations (the Intourist 
desk at your hotel or Main Office, Gorki 
Street 1; 203-00-96), none of you may get 
past the immutable shveitsar, who guards 
the entrance like a petrified czar— 
especially when it's bitter cold; thus all of 
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THE ULTIMATE PARTY CRASHERS GUIDE 


ike an unexpected kidney punch, the holiday season has sneaked 

up on us again, dragging with it the endless rounds of parties— 

4 office Christmas parties, house parties, New Year's Eve parties. 

football bowl-game parties, divorce parties .. . parties until our cup of 

Alka-Seltzer runneth over, Most parties are numbingly boring, which 

perhaps explains the high rate of suicide during the holidays. Not that there 

aren't some truly terrific parties, but most people know nothing about them 

or how to behave themselves among the glittering beautiful people, if they 

are lucky enough to crash. So, as a public service, here is a list of galas 
worth crashing and some tips on party etiquette. 


The Margaret Sanger Society is throwing a ball for Susan Ford and the 
eighteen guys she never had an affair with. 


Nelson Rockefeller (see illustration) will diddle around a bit at a giant 
bash hosted by the 70 percent of American women who reach climax only 
through clitoral stimulation. 


Bah Bwa Walters has chartered the Queen Elizabeth II ,on which she will 
host a pawty for her colleagues Hawwy Weasoner, Walter Cwonkite, and 
David Bwinkley. Bah Bwa plans to depart the ship by helicopter shortly 
before it reaches its destination—the Bermuda Twiangle. 


Rabbi Baruch Korff has used his influ- 
ence—and several hundred thousand dol- 
lars—to persuade the B'nai B'rith to honor 
Richard Nixon at a Chanukah party. In 
some off-the-cuff and off-the-record re- 
marks, Nixon will report that “I am not a 
hebe." The Nixon remarks are expected 
to be leaked to the press—in order to pro- 
tect national security—by John Dean. 


Henry Kissinger will be partying alone in 
Cambridge. When he returned recently to 
Harvard as a professor of political sci- 
ence. he was denied tenure because it 
had been learned that, as an under- 
graduate there, Henry permitted Teddy 
Kennedy to take—and pass—his swim- 
ming test. So Henry will spend the noil- 
days stroking himself to tenure. 


Muhammad Ali will be feted by the Na- 
tion of Islam for single-handedly doubling 
the nation’s population. When Ali declared 


that he was retiring, the statement was creeted with giggles by twenty 
noticeably gravid daughters of Islam. 


In Memphis, Linda Lovelace will be feted as Miss State's Evidence. To 
show her appreciation, Linda intends to perform fellatio on Tennessee. 


Time and Newsweek magazines plan a joint gala for their Man of the 
Year, Bruce Springsteen. The guest of honor nearly was a no-show, but a 
crack team of investigative reporters from both newsweeklies finally lo- 
cated Springsteen in Hot Coffee, Miss., where the erstwhile rock wunder- 
kind was pumping gas and humming Rod McKuen's hit tunes. “Time and 
Newsweek made me what | am today,” Springsteen sighed off-key. Back- 
ward ran the career until reeled the mind, 


Now that you know which parties to crash, here are some helpful hints on 
how to behave. 


This year many cheapskate hosts have laid in batches of cut-rate swine 
flu serum, which they intend to serve instead of holiday punches. If you are 
offered a goblet of such swill, look your host square in the eye and tell him 
that the Department of Health, Education, and Welfare has announced that 
swine flu is safe only for persons who have been dead a minimum of three. 
months. 

If you are lucky enough to receive an 
invitation to the season's hottest affair 
—srael's surprise party for Idi Amin at 
Entebbe airfield—be prepared to do a 
little work. After the party, the Israelis 
plan to free Uganda's 40,000 political 
prisoners, but as a gesture of friendship 
the Israelis will leave behind Earl Butz, 
40,000 pairs of loose shoes, and 5,000 
privy heaters. 

Ifyou attend a party whose hostess is a 
woman whom you have looked upon with 
lust, a woman with whom you have com- 
mitted adultery in your heart many times, 
get the woman to the nearest bedroom as 
quickly as possible. Confining adultery to 
the heart is an early warning signal of 
peanut mentality. Worse, the American 
Medical Association has recently con- 
cluded that unrequited lust causes such 
abominable conditions as heartburn, 
boils, rickets, scabies, and marriage.— 
Arthur Cooper 
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DIFFERENT STROKES 


© you have your own pri- 
| es ‘sex fantasy that up 

to now has oppressed or 
exalted you? Does your sexual 
feast truly invite only when you are 
frolicking with your mate illicitly ina 
boxcar of kidney beans freshly 
plucked by fourteen-year-old Mex- 
ican virgins? Is the hair, the nostril, 
or the kneecap of your mate more 
compelling than the penis and va- 
gina of song, legend, and conven- 
tionality?” 

With this rather bizarre Pent- 
house ad (January 1974), The 
Project started its in-depth sex-re- 
Search program among the “sexu- 
ally otherwise.” This is that 
ashamed and hidden minority of 
men (and women) who favor sub- 
mission, domination, or fetishism, 
instead of the so-called normal fix- 
ation on your basic wham-bam- 
thank-you-ma’am individual. The 
Project received more than 1,000 
responses to its Penthouse ad, 
and the letters clearly indicated 
there were many men who craved 
submission to a woman and lesser 
numbers who fancied assorted 
fetishes (“I can't make it unless she 
wears black stockings and a rub- 
ber raincoat") or domination of 
their sex partners. 

The Project's founders, nation- 
ally syndicated radio broadcaster 
Barry Farber, actress-researcher 
Leil Lowndes, and actor-director 
Chip Durgom, snatched the fan- 
tasy erotics of the sexually other- 
wise out of the closet and thrust 
them onto a stage—at an Off-Off- 


Broadway loft theater (127A Grand 
Street) in Manhattan's SoHo arts 
community. There, twice a week, 
amid soft lights, floor-cushion seat- 
ing, low tables, and throaty Ger- 
man chanteuses’ mood music, the 
Project stages its fully scripted and 
costumed sketches in a revue, 
Another Way to Love. 

The Project's players and audi- 
ences aren't much interested in the 
missionary position or even in 
soixante-neuf. Instead, Another 
Way fo Love concentrates on 
humiliation, submission, domina- 
tion, transvestism, spankings, 
black-leather bondage—even 
women tickling each other to death 
in “dueling” for a desirable man. 

“We're dealing with a subject 
that most people think is the most 
decadent, the most perverted 
forms of sexuality," Leil Lowndes, 
the leggy, blonde actress, admits. 
But even those who get their thrills 
from a loving karate chop to the 
neck have their pride. "We don't 
like to use the term S. and M..” 
Chip Durgom, the muscular, 
bearded actor-director, says de- 
fensively. “That's offensive. That's 
like using the wordnigger. instead, 
we'd like it to be called ‘sexually 
otherwise’ or ‘kinky sex’ or ‘sexual 
variants.’ And those who are into it 
should be called ‘sex fantasists.’ " 


During nearly two years of per- 
formances, Leil and Chip's two- 
Person version of Another Way to 
Love has drawn serious sex fan- 
tasists to The Project's SoHo loft 
theater. The dedication of some 
fantasist ticket-buyers to their inte- 
tior erotic visions has been such 
that a separate Thursday-night 
fantasy workshop theater—for 
them—has sprung up. Assisted by 
Chip and Leil, the amateurs act out 
their own and others’ wildest fan- 
tasies in a Project theater piece 
complete with props and costumes. 

The Project's workshop perfor- 
mances by fantasy holders are like 
mind-boggling sexual psychodra- 
mas, At one recent Thursday-night 
show, the proceedings were 
kicked off by what was billed as 
Chris's Fantasy: “Boots.” It was a 
vignette dramatizing what every 
red-blooded American boy wants: 
to grovel under a beautiful wom- 
an’s instep, to worship (and polish 
and buff) at her feet. “Boots” takes 
place at a shoeshine stand, repre- 
sented abstractly by the movable, 
gray-upholstered cubes onstage. 
As the dominatrix, Leil Lowndes 
demands that Chris shine her 
boots, adding suggestively, “There 
will be a little something extra in it 
for you if I'm satisfied," Happily, 
arousedly, Chris licks the strange 


Lowndes and Durgom onstage: for the “sexually otherwise." 


woman's boots clean. But she is 
not to be easily pleased: “Look at 
that filth in the heel! Now lick it 
clean!" Chris obliges. (Apparently, 
shoeshine boys at Grand Central 
will do anything for a tip.) Chris 
slurps away at the woman's instep 
until it's clean. In gratitude, the 
high-booted woman kicks him to 
the ground. As he lies face down, 
she walks straight over him, and 
Chris moans softly—presumably 
from pleasure, though it could also 
be from the puncture marks inflict- 
ed by her spiked heels into his 
back. 

As the lights go down on 
“Boots,” no one in the audience 
laughs. Rather, they applaud, and 
the upholstered scenery cubes are 
rearranged for another fantasy. 

In the audience a handsome 
young man wearing a Hawaiian 
print shirt whispers to his compan- 
lon, “For Chrissakes, let's get out 
of here!” “No way," she responds. 
“It costs five bucks, and we're 
going to stay until the end and get 
Our money's worth.” Nobody else 
seems to want to leave. They still 
have a cornucopia of kinky 
Scenarios to experience: a man 
and woman wrestling in “On the 
Beach"; a black woman being sold 
to a new master-lover in “The Auc- 
tion”; and even a juicy extract from 
the Marquis de Sade's Justine, in 
which Our Hero (hero?) can come 
only when he ties a noose tightly 
around his neck and listens to his 
gorgeous virgin captive screaming 
abuse at him. It seems, all in all, 
that the sexually otherwise suffer a 
lot of wear and tear: rope bums, 
bruises from chains, suffocation 
from tight black-leather masks, 
heel marks all over the body. And 
you thought you had a hard time 
reaching an orgasm? 

After each performance of the 
workshop playlets and of Another 
Way to Love, there's a lengthy 
question-and-answer session for 
the audiences. At one particular 
session, the questions ranged 
from “Are fantasies addictive?” 
(answer; no, but they're not cur- 
able either) to “What's the 
‘strangest fantasy you ever heard 
of?" The answer to the latter came 
not from Farber, Durgom, or 
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Lowndes, but from a sympathetic 
young priest in the audience: “I 
once counseled this man who 
wanted to be in the middle of a fruit 
salad." At this point, even the 
dead-serious Project audience 
broke up slightly. 

“No, really,” the priest insisted. 
“When this man was a teenager, 
he worked at a resort, waiting on 
tables, and he found the ladies who 
made the fruit salad irresistibly ap- 
pealing. So when he was an adult, 
he had a carpenter construct an 
enormous salad bowl—with toss- 
ing forks—and installed it in his liv- 
ing room. His idea of bliss was to lie 
in the giant salad bow! and have 
beautiful women throw pieces of 
fruit at him." Any fruit in particu- 
lar—say, bananas? 

After-theater discussions usu- 
ally break up into wine tasting and 
a perusing of the Project's sex-re- 
search library. The small talk is 
unique, too. You overhear remarks 
like, “Hi, I'm into foot fetishism. Do 
you like feet. too?” Or a muttered 
“God, I'm just looking for a good 
humiliation. It's been so /ong.” 

It all only goes to reaffirm the 
saying, “Different strokes for Gif- 
ferent folks." But at The Project the 
strokes are more wildly different 
than most people could ever 
imagine —Meridee Merzer 


The Project: sex fantasies. 


FILAS 


CONSUMER COMPLAINTS 
hen Martin Ritt's The 
Wine Front, a movie about 
TV-industry black- 

listing in the early 1950s, was 
‘screened for the critics, it received 
more praise than anything twice its 
quality would have been given in 
the ordinary course of events. The 
Praise wasn't universal. of course, 
but it was pretty general and highly 
prestigious. The politics of self- 
congratulation may have played a 
part. But even Vincent Canby, the 
astute New York Times reviewer, 
who has normally been able to see 
through director Martin Ritt as if he 
were an empty window frame 
(which he is), produced some 
quotable copy on film's feelings 
and the cleverness of casting 
comedian Woody Allen as its lead. 
Nevertheless, The Front is in 
most respects a dreadful movie. 
And the presence of Allen—admit- 
tedly its only saving performance— 
results less in a directorial triumph 
than in an implicit challenge to Rit, 
whose liberal pieties in previous 
films have mostly gone unques- 
tioned. In recent years Martin Ritt 
has specialized in projects (The 
Molly Maguires, Sounder) that, 
while not good in themselves, have 
worked at making audiences feel 
good for having seen them. The 
Front continues the practice. The 
two screenings | saw left part ot the 
audience cheering—and another 
part squirming—when Woody Al- 
len, in his last line, says, “Go fuck 
yourselves!” to the House Un- 
American Activities Committee. 


But that stirring declaration is im- 
mediately followed by some 
heavily sarcastic 1950s’ nostalgia: 
Frank Sinatra singing "Fairy tales 
can come true, it can happen to 
you . .." on the sound track as the 
closing credits flash by in the form 
of an honor roll of the formerly 
blacklisted. So I'm not at all sure 
what the audience thought they 
were applauding. Letting you keep 
your idealism, and your cynicism, 
too, is one of the not-so-welcome 
privileges Ritt's The Front means to 
confer. 

Memories of the McCarthy 
Committee and the House Un- 
American Activities Committee 
and the blacklistings and that 
whole disgraceful, cowardly period 
in American political history are 
only beginning to settle. It may be 
too early to expect much dispas- 
sionate insight from the victims. 
When Charlie Chaplin dealt with 
the problem in A King in New York 
(1957), the film itself became a 
casualty of the hysteria. (It only re- 
cently opened in America.) But 
Chaplin made his Communist 
mouthpiece (his own young son) a 
raving, preadolescent idealogue, 
and the character Chaplin played 
opposed the Un-American Ac- 
tivities Committee not so much 
with leftist ideology as with comic 


art and an innate appreciation 
of—well—royalty. The Front has 
few ideals and virtually no ideas, 
though it depends rather shame- 
lessly on its audience's willingness 
to accept the proposition that be- 
cause the witch-hunt is evil, those 
accused of being witches are 
somehow good. The movie never 
openly says that. In fact, of a con- 
troversial political nature it never 
says anything—except “Go fuck 
yourselves!” But it expects us to 
assume it has said a good deal and 
to supply the approval it has asked 
for but never earned, 

Actually, there is the germ of a 
first-rate Woody Allen comedy in 
The Front, The plot premise—how 
a self-serving schmuck uninten- 
tionally stumbles his way into a role 
of heroic self-sacrifice—has been 
serving Allen for years, as it served 
Chaplin and Keaton before him 
and probably every other come- 
dian since the most ancient Greek 
comedy as well. So when Howard 
Prince (Allen) agrees to front for an 
old school chum (Michael Murphy), 
now a blacklisted TV writer, he has 
more to gain than just his 10 per- 
cent for putting a name on the title 
page. He picks up more writers, 
also blacklisted. He joins a cow- 
ardly producer (Herschel Ber- 
nardi), wins an idealistic girl friend 


The Front: it could have Bear a 5060 Woody Allen movie. 
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Allen and Marcovicci in The Front: cheap shots. 


(Andrea Marcovicci), and helps a 
tormented comedian (Zero Mos- 
tel), who eventually turns him in to 
a self-styled investigator of Ameri- 
canism (Remak Ramsay) in a des- 
perate attempt to clear himself 
from a Communist connection that, 
in fact, he never made. Everybody 
in the cast plays it straight except- 
ing Woody Allen, who plays him- 
self. Properly, that should mean 
Woody Allen against about two 
dozen straight men, which would 
be entertaining odds, except that 
nobody—perhaps excluding 
Michael Murphy—seems to un- 
derstand the comic function of his 
role. As a result, Woody Allan 
might as well be in one movie and 
everybody else in. another. The 
Woody Alien movie is often funny. 
But the other movie is insistently 
flat and unfunny, and it keeps sub- 
verting the Woody Allen movie and 
depriving it of laughs and—odd- 
ly—of its rightful complexity. 

So the scene in which Howard 
confesses to his sensitive and shin- 
ingly liberal girl friend that he really 
isn't a writer but just a front (and a 
cashier and a part-time bookmaker 
by profession) loses its humor and 
its point. The point is that his reve- 
lation reveals her as caring less 
about her man than about what he 
“does"—just like the husband- 
hunters Howard meets at the 


Catskills resorts (except that they 
Prefer dentists). The moment of 
truth (“Not a writer. . . !"), the rest 
of the scene, indeed, the entire 
character, seems made for Diane 
Keaton, whose shell of soulful 
superiority can be pierced twenty 
times an hour without losing its re- 
serve buoyancy. But Andrea Mar- 
covicci plays for disillusionment 
only; and the revelation, which 
Ought to be the most intricate thing 
in the movie, becomes no more 
than the explanation of Howard's 
resolve to prove himself before the 
Committee the next day. 

Even the dialogue seems to 
come from two different movies, 
with Woody Allen's one-liners 
sounding as if they were written by 
Woody Allen, and the rest of Walter 
Bernstein's screenplay sounding 
as if it were written by a computer 
Plugged into a decade of prime- 
time television drama. 

But the real sins of The Front are 
moral sins. There is no proper way 
of making such a movie without es- 
tablishing an equation between 
victim and persecutor, so that there 
may be some reasonable sense of 
drama. Chaplin did this to some 
extent in A King in New York. 
Woody Allen surely could have 
done it. The Front, from behind its 
moss-grown barricades, settles for 
cheap shots instead. 


Nagisa Oshima's In the Realm of 
the Senses was seized by U.S. 
Customs before it could play the 
New York Film Festival last fall; so 
there may be at least a delay be- 
fore it opens commercially. The 
charge was obscenity, Not that 
Oshima's film offers anything you 
couldn't see ten times over in 
American movies, but it happens 
that a double standard exists be- 
tween what can be made here and 
what can be imported. Uninten- 
tionally, perhaps it's like the treat- 
mentof certain agricultural crops, a 
kind of government protection for 
home-grown pornography, 

| had seen /n the Realm of the 
Senses (L'Empire des sense inthe 
original—a French-Japanese co- 
production) at Cannes, where | dis- 
liked it, partly because to get into it 
you had to risk crucifixion by the 
hordes of journalists storming the 
theater doors. But in the calm of 
New York City, at the same screen- 
ing where the Customs people 
were deciding to seize the print, it 
looked better—not great, but 
genuinely interesting. 

it concerns a young prostitute 
(Elko Matsuda) and a married man 
(Tatsuya Fuji) who seduces her 
and then is seduced by her into an 
endless sequence of making love. 
The girl is insatiable. The fucking is 
obsessional, or at least nonstop, 
until she strangles her lover—with 
his approval—in a bid for an ulti- 
mate orgasm. Then she castrates 
him, as if to keep a trophy of their 
love. This last partis true; it actually 
happened in the 1930s in Japan. 
The rest is essentially Oshima's 
invention—or, if you will. his 
meditation—on the act of making 
love. 

The man and the woman grow 
tired and a bit disheveled (not 
much time for cleaning up), but 
they never lose their powers. In- 
deed. right up to the instant of his 
death, the man never even loses 
his good humor. So the act itself, 
staged in relatively few settings 
and with very few secondary 
events or characters, achieves a 
concentration that sets it apart 
somewhat from the limitations of 
Perspective that plague most 
hard-core films. Oshima's movie is 


by no means unerotic (Eiko Mat- 
suda is an uncommonly beautiful 
girl), but it is clearly as aware of its 
People as of what they are doing. 

That seems to be the most in- 
teresting aspect of In the Realm of 
the Senses: the success in match- 
ing sex with a dramatic context— 
although a minimal one—that 
neither manipulates nor conde- 
scends to its material. Most fancy 
Sex films fail through their preten- 
tious solemnity. But Oshima's 
movie, which from the beginning 
leaves no doubt as to where it is 
going, understands that simple sex 
is primary, and it wastes no time 
on, for example, sado-masochistic 
mumbo-jumbo. This makes for an 
uncluttered modesty that is, as 
everywhere else in life, a solid vir- 
tue in hard-core porn. 

Nagisa Oshima has said that his 
film deals with the girl's uncommon 
(to put it mildly) possessiveness. 
But | think it deals more with her 
uncommon sex appetite, which, 
because of her partner's uncom- 
mon capacity, poses no threat. To 
choose only to make love is, | 
guess, tochoose your doom. But in 
the close and very special universe 
of in the Realm of the Senses, such 
‘a choice has logic and even a cer- 
tain passionate lucidity—Roger 
Greenspun 


In the Realm of the Senses. 
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THE MONEY BOOKS 


oe Louis, the gentle Las 

Vegas greeter and former 
@D heavyweight boxing 
champion, offered the definitive 
comment: "Money is good for the 
nerves.” Paul the Apostle had 
weighed in somewhat earlier with 
his own harsh judgment. Love of 
the stuff is, in his Testament, the 
root of all evil. 

Half the wisdom of mankind is 
strung out somewhere between 
those polar opinions. Money is not, 
as it happens, a very interesting 
‘subject by itself; nor, when you 
come right down to it, is there that 
much to be said on the subject. Buy 
cheap and sell dear. A fool and his 
scratch are soon parted. The rich 
are different from the poorer you 

If that is not the entire canon of 
man's knowledge regarding wam- 
pum, it at least covers the main 
points. 

Any treatise dealing exclusively 
with money is certain to be deadly 
boring, as can be demonstrated by 
the biography of almost any genu- 
inely single-minded acquisitor, or 
by some of the books that we'll get 
around to presently. 

But money is the most powerful 
of condiments. Mix it with any other 
subject matter—politics, crime, 
sex, what have you—and the stuff 
works alchemical miracles, Noth- 
ing is so boring as a rich man. On 
the other hand, almost nothing is 
so interesting as a rich man hell- 
bent on perversity or revenge or 
the acquisition of a legislature. 


Current books about money can 
be divided along the line | have just 
sketched. A handful of titles are 
single-mindedly concerned with 
bread alone and should be 
shunned by readers, except for 
those endowed with a comparable 
singleness of purpose. 

You CAN Survive Any Financial 
Disaster, by David Smyth (Reg- 
nery, $10), is valuable only for the 
terror it may strike in the hearts of 
the credulous. Smyth suggests 
buying good stocks rather than bad 
ones, balancing the federal 
budget, and halting the onrush of 
socialism. Some survival plan. 

Dollars and Sense: Protecting 
Your Money and Making It Grow; 
A Unique Handbook for the Indi- 
vidual Investor, by Betty Wuliger 
(Random House, $8.95), is a more 
modest instructional enterprise, 
really a primer for the fledgling in- 
vestor of modest means. It seems 
‘sound enough as far as it goes. But 
not everyone will wish to follow Ms. 
Wuliger’s two star performers Shir- 
ley Wright and Shirley Wrong as 
they journey down the corridors of 
acquisition. 

Then there is The Economy: 
Old Myths and New Realities, by 
Walter W. Heller (Norton, $8.95). 
Heller was principal economic ad- 
viser to President Kennedy and 
then, briefly, to President Johnson. 
He has written an odd book, for half 
of it is a discussion of the lunatic 
economy of the 1970s and the 
‘other half a hymn of praise to his 
fellow economists. Heller sounds, 
then, rather like a surgeon preach- 
ing at a funeral, with half of his 
sermon in praise of the colleagues 
whose cuts and thrusts have done 
the poor fellow in. 

An odd, and ultimately unsatis- 
factory, exhibit is As / See It: The 
Autobiography of J. Paul Getty 
(Prentice-Hall, $10.95). Allegedly 
the world's richest private citizen 
before he cashed in his chips, 
Getty is as proud as the next mil- 
lionaire's son of being a self-made 
man. He remarks, in what may be 
the most heartfelt moment of his 
book, that neither exclamation 
points nor volumes of words can 
“adequately describe the elation 
and triumph one experiences 


when he brings in his first produc- 
ing well." Indeed not. This first 
triumph of Getty’s came in Ok- 
jahoma in 1916, after he had ac- 
quired an oil lease through a mod- 
est but effective piece of chicanery. 
He was still proud of the trick sixty 
years later. 

Getty is not entirely reticent. His 
book's inadequacies do not stem 
trom the mummification to be ex- 
pected in works of this kind but 
from the singularity of his perspec- 
tive. After five marriages, for 
example, his most penetrating 
comment on matrimony is that 
wives should not be impatient 
when their businessman husbands 
are late for supper. Or there is this 
splendid and memorable sen- 
tence: “George F. Getty Il was 
moving rapidly up the ladder in the 
family business—not because he 
was my son, but by virtue of his 
demonstrated abilities,” 

| am not entirely sure why Willie 
Sutton’s autobiography, Where 
the Money Was (Viking, $10), isso 
much more satisfactory. Sutton is 
also a prisoner of his own perspec- 
tive, of course, though his financial 
circumstances are presumably as 
straitened as Getty's were plush; 
so his desire to write a successful 
book may have been much great- 
er. And Sutton has been lucky in 
his collaborator, Edward Linn. 
Where the Money Was is a crack- 
ling good account of the life and 


times of the most famous bank 
robber since Jesse James. The 
Getty and Sutton books confirm yet 
again that robbing banks is much 
harder work for much less profit 
than storing money in them, Sutton 
is, on the published evidence, a 
shrewder character than Getty 
was, and more civilized besides. 
“You involve yourself with a very 
low grade of person when you be- 
come a thief,” Sutton reflects early 
on. Itis one of his many memorable 
ruminations. 

Crime alloyed with money Is also 
the theme of Thomas Thompson in 
Blood and Money (Doubleday, 
$10.95). Thompson, who wrote 
Hearts and Richie, is an excep- 
tionally skillful tale-teller and 
phrasemaker. His subject on this 
go-round is a Houston family 
soaked in oll money. Joan Robin- 
‘son, the daughter of a somewhat 
shady entrepreneur and one of the 
South's best-known horsewomen, 
has gone through two hasty mar- 
riages before she settles down to 
connubial warfare with John Hill, a 
poor student of plastic surgery. 
When, some years later, Mrs. Hill 
dies under spooky circumstances, 
her crazily jealous daddy, Ash 
Robinson, concludes that Dr. Hill 
has done his darling in. Robinson 
spares neither energy nor expense 
in procuring his son-in-law's in- 
dictment on a murder charge; and 
this being Texas, one of daddy's 
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close friends winds up chairing the 
grand jury that eventually indicts. 
Yet, while suspicion may abound, 
evidence is nonexistent. All sorts of 
shenanigans occur before Doc Hill, 
still awaiting final judgment in 
court, is gunned down by a hired 
killer. The killer is slain in turn, 
though by happenstance; and both 
his moll and a shady lady who al- 
legedly contracted for the killing on 
daddy's behalf are eventually con- 
victed. Daddy Robinson is left 
skulking about his big old house, a 
very old man, whose fate remains 
undecided. 

Not many tales have so many 
ancillary attractions, including 
none other than Leon Jaworski's 
daughter, who testifies at one of 
the trials; a $100,000 music room 
that Doc Hill has constructed over 
his garage; and an autopsy on an 
exhumed body from which the 
heart and the brain are mysteri- 
‘ously missing. And not many writ- 
ers could have been as adept as 
‘Thompson was at winning the con- 
fidence of so many troubled 
characters. We learn a good deal 
about all the principals, and most of 
it confirms either Joe Louis or St. 
Paul: the rich are undone by the 
love of money or delusions about 
what it will buy; and the poor 
grifters, including the killer. have 
bad nerves because they are so 
broke. Ifin the end the book seems 
unsatisfactory—and | believe it 
does—it is because Thompson 
has failed to masticate his incredi- 
ble mass of material before setting 


itdown for us. He has learned more 
than enough and thought too little 
about it. His book misses being a 
masterpiece by, at a guess, six 
months of reflection and revision. 
But flaws and all, itis ripping enter- 
tainment. 

The Bribe, by Philip Ross 
(Harper & Row, $8.95), is a 
brother's intense, intimate account 
of a now-familiar incident. Burt 
Ross, the hero of the tale, was 
mayor of Fort Lee, N.J., when ruth- 
less capitalists offered him a 
$500,000 bribe to permit them to 
fling down and dance upon the town's 
Zoning ordinances. Ross saw his 
duty—to assist in every way possi- 
ble in apprehending the would-be 
bribers—and had some strange 
adventures in the course of per- 
Suading agents of the law to go 
along with his exercise in ap- 
prehension, There is a book in all 
this, but | am not sure Philip Ross 
has written it. He is too breathless, 
too impressed, and too involved to 
prove a satisfactory tale-teller. 

The Very Rich, by Joseph J. 
Thorndike, Jr. (American Heritage, 
$29.95), is a social history of a 
peculiarly inept yet entrancing 
kind. A coffee-table compendium 
of photographs and information 
about the indecently affluent, the 
book makes no special point and 
Preaches no particular gospel. 
Thorndike is not much of a writer, 
but he has the soul of the ency- 
clopedist. He tells us, for example, 
that Robert Morris, the great New 
York banker who financed the 
American Revolution, ended up 
broke and was visited in the debt- 
ors’ section of the Prune Street 
jail by his old friend, George Wash- 
ington; and that John Jacob Astor 
actually lost money on the North- 
west fur trade, which is commonly 
thought to have been the source of 
his vast fortune. As for J. Paul 
Getty, Thorndike tells us as much 
about the billionaire in a page of 
text as Getty himself provided in 
his whole autobiography. The Very 
Rich also offers a magnificently 
poignant photograph of Getty di- 
ning alone at a gold-laden baronial 
table in the vast dining room of his 
English country house. Poor old 
thing.—Patrick Owens 


IT'S ALIVE 


S everyone knows by 
now, Peter Frampton’s 
recent Frampton Comes 


Alive!—a two-record live recording 
by the baby-faced English 
composer-guitarist—has sold 5 
million copies and is the most 
Staggering pop success in many, 
many years. 

How has the recording industry 
responded to Frampton's super- 
success? With less than striking 
originality, record companies are 
Now issuing a score of live record- 
ings by absolutely everybody who 
ever played a live gig anywhere. 
Indeed, if Alvin and the Chipmunks 
were still a viable commercial en- 
tity, they too, no doubt, would be 
featured on a live record. 

These LP's attempt to create a 
you-are-there feeling, replete with 
the tough-and-ready ambiance 
that inevitably accompanies so 
many pop and rock concerts. The 
records present, for the most part, 
the best-known material by an art- 
ist without reflecting any of the cre- 
ative struggle that performers 
undergo when they enter a studio 
to attempt something fresh. And so 
live albums are often prime sam- 
ples of what makes a star famous. 
Listen to these discs and you'll un- 
doubtedly know whether or not 
you'd be better off dead than a fan 
of the artist in question. 

The following list of LPs includes 
‘some of the most recent live discs, 
and they range in quality from “ex- 
cellent” to “awful,” with “awful” oc- 
cupying, unfortunately, a signifi- 
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Peter Frampton: live on wax. 


cant portion of the spectrum. 

Much to David Bromberg's cred- 
it, it's difficult to tell which sides of 
his two-record How Late'll Ya Play 
‘Til? (Fantasy) are live and which 
are studio-produced. Bromberg, 
an underrated guitar-picker for 
years, achieves this stunning re- 
sult by surrounding himself with a 
bevy of fine musicians, all of whom 
work through the authentic blues 
and funk styles that Bromberg has 
been keeping alive over the years. 

For example, the guitarist’s ver- 
sions of Robert Johnson's "Come 
Go in My Kitchen” and his own 
“Bullfrog Blues” display Brom- 
berg’s uncanny grasp of knife- 
edge and slide guitar with a Missis- 
sippi blues format. For the most 
Part, Bromberg never strays far 
from his blues roots, even with a 
full rhythm and brass section blar- 
ing behind him. Discs as earnest 
as these can easily become bor- 
ing, but the guitarist’s staccato 
singing voice and wry sense of 
humor make sure this set is as en- 
tertaining as it is musically pure. 
How Late'll Ya Play ‘Til? could— 
and should—break David Brom- 
berg wide open. 

Live at Last (A&M), a single by 
flutist Tim Weisberg, is an amiable 
Set of attractive, middle-of-the- 
road jazz-rock numbers. Weisberg 


David Bromberg: blues roots. 


is a versatile musican, capable of 


inspiring a number of moods, even 
though he is but one instrumen- 
talist in a capable group. The 
members of Weisberg’s ensemble 
are clever enough to play off 
against each other without slipping 
into the band-of-soloists syn- 
drome, Nevertheless, Live at Last 
is more pleasant than vibrant, 
background music rather than a 
satisfying main course. 

\fLive at Last is merely enervat- 
ing, the next two horrors are legiti- 
mately catastrophic. Rush, for 
example, is a vestigial Canadian 
rock trio that plays heavy-metal 
rock at its most basic, boring level. 
Eight years after power trios have 
fallen out of vogue, Rush shows 
that it is little more than an atavism 
with this two-record set, All the 
World's a Stage (Mercury). And a 
painful dose of mindless, droning, 
chord-oriented sludge it is. Rush's 
Alex Lifeson is, if anything, a 
stereotypical metal guitarist, com- 
parable to Ted Nugent (without the 
guts), Jimmy Page (without the 
smarts), Leslie West (without the 
taste), and Brian May (without the 
presence). Rush bassist Geddy 
Lee's playing is equally nondescript. 
Drummer Neil Peart, the most 
acomplished of the three, can do 
little to lighten the load or lead that is 
Rush's basic sound, 

“Aaagh!" is the first sound to 
emerge from the mouth of singer 
Ronnie Van Zant on One More 
forifrom the Road (MCA), Lynyrd 
Skynyrd’s two-record edition. Van 


Zant's grunt would be an apt one- 
word criticism of these discs, Van 
Zant comes on like a drunken bar- 
band crooner at four in the morn- 
ing, and the general level of musi- 
cianship exhibited by the Skynyrd 
group makes fellow southerners 
like Z. Z. Top look like virtuosos of 
the highest caliber. 

Songs like “Searchin’" and “| 
Ain’t the One"—typical of the 
boogie approach that predomi- 
nates throughout—are far more 
pedestrian here than they are on 
the group's studio LPs. The effect 
is just the opposite of what one 
would expect from seven good ole 
boys let loose ive on a Dixie stage. 
Throughout, mediocre riffs are ex- 
changed with consummate 
mediocrity. The Skynyrd instru- 
mentalists prove that there's no 
safety in numbers. As for Ronnie 
Van Zant, get that boy a vocal 
coach!—Henry Edwards 


THE DILDO NONBAND 
“Wait a minute," said the cool, de- 
liberate voice on the telephone, ris- 
ing almost imperceptibly in pitch. “I 
just caught a fly. | have to ram this 
guy's head against the wall. Oops, 
he got away. Sorry. A slight en- 
tomological interruption.” 

| was consciousness-to-con- 
sciousness, if not face to face, with 
Donald Fagen, who is one half of 
the rock nongroup Steely Dan. It 
wasn't the best situation for an 
interview, especially not with 
Fagen answering my questions in 
abbreviated epigrams; but since 
the subject was Steely Dan, the 
occasion seemed appropriate 
enough. Fagen, who plays key- 
boards, writes songs, and sings, 
and his partner Walter Becker, who 
plays guitar and bass and writes 
songs, have been conducting their 
joint career long-distance since 
“Rikki, Don't Lose That Number,” 
their last hit single, slid down the 
charts several years ago. Seques- 
tering themselves in recording 
studios with the cream of Ameri- 
ca's session musicians, seemingly 
growing more introverted and 
imaginatively bizarre with each 
new album, Fagen and Becker 
have turned Steely Dan from one 
of America's most popular rock 


groups into a rock concept and 
cult. 

Actually, Fagen explained, the 
distance between Steely Dan and 
its audience is not entirely inten- 
tional. "Most of our press inter- 
views have made it seem like no 
one would ever want to meet us, 
talk to us, or listen to us," he com- 
plained. “We do have days when 
our conversation is less than 
sparkling, even rather morbid, but 
we don't just sit around thinking of 
sick images to foist off on the Amer- 
can public. I've been charac- 
terized in the press as a complete 
recluse, | know, but it's not true. |do. 
play the piano and listen to old rec- 
ords a lot, even if | don't exactly go 
out and play team sports. Now, 
Walter—Walter has the metabo- 
lism of a sea slug, but I'm ... 
hyperactive. | run around scream- 
ing and live on the beach.” 

Fagen and Becker are head- 
quartered somewhere in the sub- 
urban sprawl of Los Angeles, but 
their sensibility is pure East Coast. 
Fagen went to Bard College from 
Passaic, N.J., in 1965, and one or 
two years later (he doesn't re- 
member exactly) he met Becker 
there. Walter was from Forest Hills 
and had practically memorized the 
interplanetary sex-and-dope epics 
of William Burroughs, particularly 


Fagen and Becker: moving beyond Steely Dan's cult status 


Naked Lunch, Both musicians 
were jazz fans, and both of them 
liked to play rock 'n’ roll. For the 
next several years, they played to- 
gether in a succession of bands, 
wrote songs, and tried to get their 
classmates to perform them. “It 
was very bizarre," Fagen recalled, 
“the bands that we came up with. It 
was like the Kingsmen performing 
Frank Zappa material.” 

After Bard the duo struck out for 
New York City, where they at- 
tempted to peddle their songs. But 
with titles like “Brain Tap Shuffle” 
and lyrics that were virtually unin- 
telligible, the songs didn't go far. In 
desperation, Fagen and Becker 
signed on as backup musicians 
with Jay and the Americans; and 
although Jay Black now seems to 
harbor an enmity bordering on 
hatred for his former sidemen, at 
the time he probably helped them 
to hone their musical ideas into the 
sort of polished, three-minute song 
forms for which Steely Dan is re- 
nowned. And it was from Jay and 
the Americans’ pseudo-Latino hits 
that Fagen and Becker picked up 
their ongoing penchant for 
pseudo-Latino rhythms. 

Eventually, a record producer 
named Gary Katz, who had been 
intrigued by their songs in New 
York, spirited them off to California 
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and helped them put @ band to- 
gether. They rehearsed in the ABC 
Records accounting department 
(after-hours, of course) and came 
up with their first album, Can't Buy 
A Thrill. The music was different. It 
was rock, it was jazzy, it was salsa; 
it had lyrics which ranged from 
punk to impenetrable, sophisti- 
cated harmonies, and convoluted, 
finger-twisting guitar solos from 
Jeff (“Skunk”) Baxter, now with the 
Doobie Brothers, and Denny Dias, 
still a Dan regular. Miraculously, it 
yielded two hit singles. 

The next LP, Countdown To 
Ecstasy, featured longer selec- 
tions—and some of the most sub- 
stantial and spirited extended 
solos in rock history, It did not yield 
any AM-radio hits, but it introduced 
@ superb collection of songs and 
will probably turn out to be one of 
the most important and enduring 
rock albums of the early 1970s. 
Next came Pretzel Logic, which re- 
tumed to the three-minute song 
formats of the first LP and included 
“Rikki, Don't Lose That Number.” 
And then the group stopped tour- 
ing, Baxter and drummer Jim Hod- 
der went their separate ways, and 
Fagen and Becker settled down to 
making albums. There have been 
two, Katy Lied and The Royal 
Scam, both of them classics. 

But why no more hits and no 
more tours? “We never really 
thought about singles,” Fagen told 
me, “but our songs always seemed 
to come out between three and six 
minutes long. In the beginning we 
had a very good promo man at 
ABC who enjoyed our music and 
worked very hard getting it on the 
radio, but he's not there any more. 
We haven't toured because we've 
been working to fulfill the terms of 
our recording agreement. We're 
working on two separate albums 
now, and we don't want to rush and 
turn out inferior products. Finan- 
cially, we're in bad shape. When 
we signed with the company, we 
got the worst deal we could get 
under the law, So we don't control 
anything. After we finish these al- 
bums, things should be different. 
We should be able to put a touring 
band together, do twenty dates, 
and see how it feels.” 
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Although Steely Dan has con- 
tributed advanced harmonies, a 
more complex and chromatic 
melodic language, rhythmic vari- 
ety, and new structures to rock, its 
major contribution has been the 
tersely eloquent songwriting of 
Fagen and Becker. William Bur- 
roughs's fiction, which provided the 
name for their nonband—the origi- 
nal Steely Dan was an invincible 
dildo entered in a Most Bizarre Sex 
Act contest in Yokohama—seems 
also to have influenced their use of 
‘syntax. They twist the language to 
suit their obscure purposes, build- 
ing moods with streams of ver- 
blage which make sense only in 
toto, if at all, Or, conversely, they 
Construct intricate, finely crafted, 
hard-boiled narratives or set 
Pieces having to do with criminals, 
misfits, or downtrodden minorities. 
They share all these concerns, and 
their fondness for insect imagery, 
with Burroughs, who calls their 
work “very interesting, very fancy.” 

To their credit, Fagen and Beck- 
er still have faith in rock music as 
an art form that can attack super- 
ficlality and challenge the listener's 
Preconceptions. Their most recent 
albums, particularly The Royal 
Scam, surprise and occasionally 
disorient. The cooler-than-thou 
Poses which marred some of their 


earlier songs are gone; and while 
the music is less overtly melodi- 
ous, itis also leaner and more brac- 
ing. When and if Steely Dan for- 
sakes the studios for the road, it 
should again become one of 
America’s most popular rock 
bands.—Robert Palmer 


LET THE AIRWAVES FLOW! 
When Aock Superstars Poster 
Magazine was launched a year 
and a half ago, it had about as 
much chance of survival as any to- 
tally “new-concept” publication in 
@ saturated marketplace, Which is 
next to nothing. 

Today, however, this eight-page 
magazine with the huge poster 
foldout, each issue of which fo- 
cuses on the biography of a rock 
Superstar, is an extremely healthy 
Publication. 

With its durability already dem- 
onstrated, Rock Superstars Poster 
Magazine is now expanding, hav- 
ing combined with Sound Com- 
munications, Inc., to create and 
Produce the "Rock Superstars” 
tadio show. In typical fashion, the 
finished product is a series of ex- 
clusive, in-depth interviews with 
the music world's brightest stars. 
The shows are in two one-hour 
parts and consist of open and frank 
conversation with the particular 


‘superstar and selected cuts of his 
music. The first show, with Stevie 
Wonder, aired in December on 155 
stations nationwide. 

Kevin Kelly, executive vice-pres- 
ident of Sound Communications, 
called the interviews “intimate rela- 
tionships, not at all sterile and for- 
mal like most interviews you hear 
‘or read." And Jack Morris, presi- 
dent and founder, added, “If inter- 
views sometimes come across like 
press releases, then that's be- 
cause there's not a better under- 
Standing between the interviewer 
and his subject. An artist has a 
tough time opening up to someone 
who doesn’t know what the hell the 
artist is talking about." 

Elliot Mintz, who will conduct all 
the “Rock Superstars” radio inter- 
views, not only knows what they're 
talking about, but is also tight with 
them personally. 

Sound Communications origi- 
nated out of Los Angeles two years 
ago and quickly established itself 
with a show called “Inner-View,” a 
‘one-hour capsule of a rock group's 
or star's life and career, told in their 
own words, featuring their music. 
and hosted by Jim Ladd, a promi- 
nent FM announcer with KMET in 
Los Angeles. 

Other projects Sound Com- 
munications has embarked upon 
include the remarkable “head- 
phone” experience: an “Inner- 
View" broadcast—the first ever on 
radio—of a conversation with 
Roger Daltrey specially produced 
for headphone listening. 

On the list of prospective pro- 
jects for Sounds Communications 
is the April premiere of “The End- 
less Journey,” a radio program 
which will explore the world of psy- 
chic and paranormal phenomena. 
Subjects include E.S.P., demonic 
Possession, U.F.O.s, and more. El- 
lot Mintz, who created the con- 
cept, hosts the fifty-two week 
series. 

The “Rock Superstars” show, 
meanwhile, remains as ambitious 
@ project as has been undertaken 
by Sound Communications. If 
you're interested in what really 
makes the rock world go round, 
then this is the one FM show you 
should be listening to. 


Play it your way. 
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Mix your martini with white rum from Puerto Rico. 


White rum 
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martini 
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Instead of marching to the 
same old tune and mixing your 
martini with gin or vodka, strike 
an original note and make yours 
a white rum martini. 

There's enough in common 
between all three martinis to 
make the transition to white rum 
an easy one. And there’s enough 
difference to make the change 
worthwhile. 

White rum from Puerto Rico 
has a distinctive smoothness that 
sets it apart from gin and vodka. 


For free “White Rum Cla: 
Dept. H-19, 1290 Av 


That's because every drop of white 
rum is required by Puerto Rican 
law to age for at least a year. 

White rum exerts its civilizing 
influence on all of your favorite 
mixers, smoothing out every drink 
from the screwdriver to the gimlet 
No wonder 84% of all the rum 
sold in the U.S. comes from 
Puerto Rico. 

Mix your next martini with white 
rum. It’s a great way to 
make music together. t 


recipes, write: Puerto Rican Rums, 
ue of the Americas, N.Y., N.Y. 10019. 


STAYING 
SPOOKED 


The spy agencies have been 
ordered to behave themselves. 
But as these sensational, 
top secret schemes make 
painfully clear, it's business as 
usual in the land of dirty tricks. 
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These five items, touching upon the whole 
spectrum of United States intelligence ac- 
tivities, are among the many subjects 
about which Americans have not been told 
despite three separate investigations of the 
intelligence community conducted in 1975 
and 1976. 

In some instances the investigators sim- 
ply were not informed about highly sensi- 
tive operations. The intelligence agencies 
volunteered very little and, as a rule, were 
responsive to questions only when the 
committees developed independent leads 
or stumbled upon information (as in the 
case of the cover-up by the CIA and the FBI 
of crucial facts pertaining to the assassina- 
tion of John F. Kennedy) 

In other instances the intelligence agen- 
cies invoked “national security” as a rea- 
son for denying investigators access to 
certain material. Finally, there were com- 
promises: the Senate Select Committee on 
Intelligence Activities, for example, negoti- 
ated the extent to which information would 
be “sanitized” by them—censored, of 
course. is a better word—before appear- 
ing in public reports. 

Perhaps the most important area of such 
compromise on the part of the Senate 
committee, which engaged in the most 
exhaustive investigation of all the groups 
looking into the intelligence scandals, con- 
cerned the CIA's use of American news 
media and the involvement of university 
professors and administrators—the "aca- 
demics"—in the recruitment of foreign stu- 
dents by the agency. The majority of the 
academics, some 60 percent of them, were 
“witting” (they knew that they were used by 
the CIA to finger prospective recruits), 
some were paid for their talent-scouting; 
others acted out of their perceived sense of 
patriotism. 

But it's not entirely the CIA's fault that this 
description of the recruiting process failed 
to surface in the final report. The burden 
lies chiefly on Sen, Frank Church, the Idaho 
Democrat who served as the committee's 
chairman, and who, despite his many pub- 
lic pronouncements of indignation over 
CIA operations, tended to be rather reluc- 
tant to embarrass the intelligence commu- 
nity. 

This tendency increased when Church 
entered the Democratic presidential pri- 
Maries, a period coinciding with the draft- 
ing of his committee's final report. As a 
former committee staff member observed 
Privately, "Church was away a lot, he was 
not willing to risk his candidacy on Pushing 
too hard, he'd keep things out of the report 
even if the CIA was willing to let them be 
printed,” 

In the case of the academics, the com- 
mittee staff and the CIA arrived at an 
agreed "sanitized" draft; but in the rush of 
things, as the report was being written, 
Church said, “The hell with it!" and the 
section on academics was thrown out 
Thus this whole subject of foreign student 
recruitment is dismissed in the report with 
the comment that “American academics 
are now being used for such operational 
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Purposes as making introductions for intel- 
ligence purposes.” 

The Church committee also compro- 
mised to a significant degree on the ques- 
tion of how the CIAs collection of intelli- 
gence, a legitimate pursuit, often becomes 
entangled with covert operations, which 
was a matter of substantial concern to the 
investigators, In the year-long tug-of-war 
between the Senate committee and the 
agency over what materials could be made 
available to the senators, the CIA often re- 
fused to discuss any number of covert ac- 
tions on the grounds that intelligence- 
collection activities could have been com- 
promised in the process. This also applied 
to "black" propaganda, the CIA's planting 
of provocative or erroneous information in 
foreign news organs with the aim of achiev- 
ing specific political gains. 

The agency's argument, forcefully ex- 
pressed by its outside attorney, Mitchell 
Rogovin, was that disclosures of ai/ types 
of covert actions—including political 


After Frank Church 
became a 
presidential candidate, 
he kept some things 
secret even 
if the CIA was willing to let 
them be printed. 
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covert action—could damage intelligence 
collection. The CIA, in fact, would not even 
agree to the use of the word espionage to 
describe its supposedly legitimate work 
Committee staffers came to suspect that 
the agency was using the sacrosanct 
shield of protecting intelligence collection 
to conceal covert actions of which the Sen- 
ate should have been aware. 

These distinctions are, of course, ex- 
tremely hard to document, but the commit- 
tee's frequent compromises serve to make 
one wonder how aggressive the individual 
members of the committee were. Church 
himself, in the judgment of some of his 
Staffers, was "too soft.” Senators Walter F 
Mondale of Minnesota and Gary Hart of 
Colorado, both Democrats, were said to 
have been “the best," with Sen. Walter D. 
Huddleston, the Kenlucky Democrat, a 
close second. Tennessee's Republican 
Sen. Howard H. Baker, Jr., was described 
as “okay, but pro-administration.” John G 
Tower, the Texas Republican who was the 
committee's vice-chairman, won the repu- 
tation of acting with “benign neglect.” 

The performance of these committee 
members raises the larger question of how 
effective congressional oversight of intelli- 


gence activities is likely to be in the future. 
Some of these senators serve on the new, 
permanent intelligence-oversight com- 
mittee created by the Senate. Will 
they be aggressive and insistent that the 
White House and the intelligence agencies 
live up to their commitments? Or will they 
lapse back into the traditional “benign ne- 
glect” that characterized Congress when it 
came to keeping the intelligence commu- 
nity honest, protecting our civil rights, and 
sheltering the best interests of the United 
States from mindless and dangerous fore 
eign adventures? 

These questions lead, in turn, to the funs 
damental problem of accountability for the 
actions of the intelligence community. 
Notwithstanding Gerald Ford's eminently 
reasonable view (which, somehow, had not 
occurred to his predecessors) that the in- 
telligence agencies must ultimately be ac- 
countable to the president of the United 
States, who must take total responsibility 
for their deeds and misdeeds, Americans 
still cannot be certain who, if anybody, is in 
charge. 

The CIA, which was the target of the 
greatest criticism during the two-year in- 
vestigation, still insists, of course, on se- 
crecy and on the need for such opera- 
tions—highly questionable according to a 
great many outsiders—as the recruitment 
of foreign students as “agents in place,” 
and on a variety of other covert actions. But 
oddly enough, the CIA seems to have 
taken the new strictures more to heart than 
have most of its fellow members of the intel- 
ligence community. 

Considerable credit for this state of af- 
fairs is given by intelligence experts to the 
CIAs new director, George Bush, who has 
turned out to be much more assertive 
about the control and management of the 
agency than had been generally antici- 
pated, Presumably, he has not yet discov- 
ered all the skeletons in all the closets of the 
10,000-employee agency that for decades 
had a virtually free rein in what it did at 
home and abroad—and that had long tol- 
erated such private fiefdoms as Counterin- 
telligence and Clandestine Services. 
Nonetheless, Bush has shaken up the CIA 
with new top-level headquarters appoint- 
ments and major changes overseas. 
Moreover, he appears to be presiding over 
the crumbling of the “old-boy network,” 
which for many years had a free run of the 
agency and was responsible for some of its 
most damaging policies and enterprises. 

But while the CIA is, at least temporarily, 
accommodating itself to some of the re- 
quirements of an open society while retain- 
ing its operational Capabilities, the same 
cannot be said of the military agencies— 
the largest, richest, and most powerful 
segment of the intelligence community— 
and, still less, of the FBI 

Military intelligence has become an em- 
pire unto itself, supposedly controlled by 
the secretary of defense (who reports to the 
President and the National Security Coun- 
cil) but wholly autonomous for all practical 
Purposes. The FBI, even late in 1976, 
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 


18mg. tar, 1.1-mg, nicotine av. per cigarette, FIC Report Apr. 76] 


To dwell upon bone is to contemplate the fate of Man. 
Bone is the keepsake of the earth, all that remains of aman when the 
rest has long since melted and seeped and crumbled away. 


ones...two hundred and eight of them. A whole glory turned and tooled 
here. Lo, the timbered femur, all hung and Strapped with beef, with a glo- 

bate head nuzzling the concave underpart of the Pelvis; the little carpals 

of the wrist faceted as jewels and as jewels named—capitate, lunate, hamate, 
pisiform; the phalanges, tiny kickshaws of the body, toys fantastical, worn upon 
the hands and feet like fans of unimagined cleverness; the porcelain pile of the 
vertebrae, atop which rides the domed Palanquin of the very brain: the vast, the 
slumbrous pelvis, called to wakefulness by the sweet intrusion of sex or by the 
stirring of an impatient fetus. Out of this pelvis, endlessly rocking, drops Man. 
| agree with those African tribes that decorate themselves with bone. It is more to 
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my taste than diamonds, which are a cold and soulless shine, whilst bone—ah, 
bone—is the pit of a man after the cumbering flesh has been eaten away. In it are 
all memory and desire captured for eternity. 

Bone is power. It is bone to which the soft parts cling, from which they are, 
helpless, strung and held aloft to the sun, lest Man be but another slithering 
earth nose. What is this tissue that has double the strength of oak—one cubic inch 
of which will stand a crushing force of two tons—and that refuses to dissolve in 
our body fluids but remains intact and solid through all vicissitudes of temperature 
and. pollution? We may be grateful for this insolubility, for it is what stands us tall, 
that we go not rubbery, bend to awkward dwarfishness. Such rigid, massive 
pieces! Yet in the hollows of this tissue is the very factory of. the blood, wherein 
each day, 1 million million red blood cells are made and discharged into the 


circulation to course their three-score- 
and-one days, and then die. 

Stony and still though it seems, bone 
quickens; it flows. It is never the same at 
any two moments. The traverse of calcium 
from the blood to the bone and back again 
'S a Continuous thing, a ceaseless ex- 
change of mineral that is governed by hor- 
Monal potentates from glands afar. Fluid, 
too, is pressed into, then extracted from, 
the bone in a current that is never-ending, 
yet slow as everglade. 

In bone, as in life, there are the givers 
and the takers. Twin races of cells, one the 
blasts, whose function is oppositely 
named, for they march resolutely around 
the periphery of cartilage, crisscross fields 
of connective tissue, all the while laying 
down bone, spinning out the hard stuff, 
each one an Atlas, born to uphold the world 
as he sees it. Opposite is the army of clasts. 
These are the borers that tunnel through a 
bed of bone as moles do through a lawn. 
No granitic femur is impervious to the 
chewings of the clasts. It is not to destroy 
that they burrow but to cleanse. No killers 
they, but peppy charpersons, clearing 
away old cells, all the detritus of age, the 
debris of ill-usage. Even as they drill their 
winding canaliculi and scoop out their cavi- 
tations, the rival blasts rush in to line the 
spaces with new bone. Thus blast and 
clast are engaged in a race between 
growth and decay, yet all to the single pur- 
pose of renewal. It is a cancellation of re- 
plenishment, Still it must be told that it is the 
last, the devourer, thal is triumphant in old 
age, for his energies persist, while the blast 
grows weary. Thus does old bone grow 
Porous, light. and brittle. Thus does it 
easily break and but slowly knit 

Cartilage earns the title mother-of-bone 
Strategically placed in the bones of the 
young are belts of cartilage that are the 
growth centers of the bone. During the first 
twenty years of life, these are replaced by 
bone at their margins even as the center 
remains a fiery pit of new cartilage. It must 
not be too hungrily replaced before full 
growth is attained or, again, we will be too 
short. At maturity all of the cartilage in these 
centers has been transformed, save for 
that which remains to pad the joints or, 
charmingly, to ornament and hold aloft the 
ears lest they flop a la spaniel. In these 
discs of cartilage is all our stature. 

It we break a bone, almost at once the 
blood clot between the two fragments be- 
gins to carnify. Fibrous tissue and blood 
vessels invade it and turn it meaty. Now, if 
with cast or screw or metal plate, we im- 
mobilize the bone so that further disruption 
will not take place, bone-forming cells, the 
blasts, enter the jellied mass. Calcium salts 
are accepted here, and in time there is a 
bridge of new bone between the frag- 
ments. It is the trauma itself, the fact of 
fracture, that triggers the restoration. Itis a 
cellular call to arms, an act of drive and 
instinct. It is the wisdom of bone, 

Remove a rib. if you must, in order to 
enter the chest for surgery, but leave intact 
the periosteum, that sheath of the bone. If 
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you strip it back and bite away only the 
naked rib, that rib will grow again, fed by 
the lining of the sheath, until an X ray taken 
months later will reveal the marvel of the 
tissues. The thoracic arch has been shored 
up. Bone can be grafted from one place to 
another to span the gap between two un- 
healed fragments or to fuse an unstable 
joint. This bone acts as a framework upor 
which the new bone is woven until all the 
pieces are joined in a single, unbending 
whole. 

No inert span this bone, but a fact of 
physical life. Each of these parts wears a 
measure of electricity. Walk and you 
change the electrical potential of your 
bones. Here it springs from positive to 
negative: there, from negative to positive. 
The strands of bone line up to follow the 
direction of force at any given time, seizing 
the position of greatest mechanical advan- 
tage. responding to each stress and shear 
and impact. So does It bend and relent, So 
does it not break: so are forgiven all the 
bangs and crashings of locomotion 
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The most arrogant 
imprudence 
dared by man was his 
decision to stand up, piling 
his vertebrae one atop 
the other, thrusting 
himself erect. 


Like the soft parts, bone is subject to 
detect and disease. Should the muscles 
attached to a bone cease to function, as in 
stroke, or paralysis, almost half the bone 
served by those muscles is quickly re- 
sorbed and disappears. If you exceed the 
tensile strength of a bone, it will answer with 
the exclamation fracture! Nowhere is this 
event more likely than in osteogenesis im- 
perfecta, wherein the process of ossifica- 
tion is badly done. Instead of a continuing 
sheet of bone, there are only scanty nests 
of osteoblasts. An infant so afflicted may 
survive the trauma of birth, but half his 
bones will be broken. Merely to diaper 
such a child Is to risk fracturing his thighs. 
In the aged many small clots form in the 
nutrient vessels of the bone. The replenish- 
ing blood is here and there blocked, and 
the bone grows withered and fragile: it 
cracks, most often at the neck of the femur, 
where the weight is borne. Such a hip frac- 
ture may be the harbinger of death for the 
old one forced to share his bed with confu- 
sion and pneumonia. 

Ah, but there is more to the skull than 
helmet to the brain, more to the sternum 
than shield to the heart, more to the ribs 


than staves of the thorax. The rest of the 
flesh is transient, strung like laundry upona. 
lattice. To dwell upon bone is to con- 
template the fate of Man. Bone is the keep- 
sake of the earth, all that remains of aman 
when everything else has long since crum- 
bled away. On and on this residue endures 
for a million years, and, if then dug up from 
(he ground, it still suggests to anthropolo- 
gists the humps of meat that once it 
wore—to poets, the much that was from the 
little that remains, 

What man does not ponder the where- 
abouts of his skeleton—the place where it 
will ie? All sanitary and pragmatic consid- 
erations aside, these jaunty saunterers that 
have held us upright—that have stiffened 
us against the grate and grind of life—are 
dear to us. What stands closer to a man 
than his bones? 

From the skull of a young lover a savage 
queen contrives a wine bowl, Years later 
as she lifts the kissed and polished cal- 
varium to her lips, her old passion shud- 
ders anew, and, licking an errant drop from 
one socket, she smiles will! a wild sense of 
ownership. No thank you, not for me. 

Of higher taste were the Ottawa Indians, 
friends of the explorer-priest Marquette 
The Ottawa, upon learning the where- 
abouts of the body of their beloved visitor 


Journeyed eastward to the lakeside, 
Where beloved pale-face rested 
Dug them up, the bones of Father 
Washed and dried them, 
Boxed in birch bark, 
And the moon upon the waters 
Lay a silver path to guide them. 
Paddled chanting, in procession 
Their canoes all draped in mourning, 
To the chapel at the mission, 
Neath the floorboards there 

they laid them 


Homage to Longfellow! One now under- 
stands why he wrote this way. Once you 
start, you can't stop. 


| myself have confronted the hard tact of 
bone and have been changed by it. | ammo 
longer the same as | was. Listen. 

Aman named Barney’died. He was my 
friend who sprawled face down upon rocks 
at the foot of a cliff. The impact had flat- 
tened and spread Barney, so that when | 
could scramble to where he had crashed, 
he seemed to me to be wider, larger, than 
he had been, All splattered of limb he lay, 
downhill, with his head lower than his feet, 
his arms and leas reaching out ta grapple 
the rocks to him, the rocks that became him 
so, Eagerly he had leaped and eagerly 
landed 

“When | die,” he had sald to me that 
morning, “take my ashes and scatter them 
in this woods. Add me to this place. Do it 
gladly or you shall be the less for it.” Barney 
was a hard man 

A tin can such as might be expected to 
hold peanuts was what the undertaker 
gave me after he had checked the name 
tag. In a small clearing in the forest, where 


the trees leaned and interlaced above, | 
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“I just don't think a church bazaar is the place for a gang-bang.”" 


@The scamp ignored my entreaties and answered only by tearing off my clothes, forcing a goblet 
of potent rum down my throat, and threatening tosummon the entire crew to enjoy my favors!® 


THE LADY AND THE 
LUSTY SCAMP 


sil 
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ama doesn't like to let me go off without a 
chaperon. She thinks | am impulsive and flighty, 
which | admit is often true. But the incident | am 
about to relate proves me to be truly innocent of 
the treacheries to follow, The entire fault lay 
ree with my brother Aubrey and his wretched goat. 
Aubrey took into his head the datt notion that his precious pet 
was ill with the colic, and he was determined to take this unfortu- 
nate beast to the animal healer in Stokely Although Stokely is a 
two-day journey by road, it can be reached tolerably quickly by 
water, and | determined to accompany Aubrey on his harebrained 
mission; else | knew that either he or his goat would come to an 
unfortunate and soggy end. The current was stronger than either 
of us supposed, and before long we all found ourselves being 
forcibly pulled out to sea. | was much distraught, for Mama had no 
notion that we had gone anywhere but to the neighboring village; 
and she was expecting me home in time for one of her society 
dinners, at which | was to meet a particularly eligible gentleman. 

| became increasinaly alarmed as we were pulled farther and 
farther from our desired course, and it was with heartfelt relief that 
| discerned a large sailing vessel which could rescue us from our 
unfortunate plight. As we approached the vessel, | perceived a 
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man standing at the helm. the likes of whom | had never before 
clapped eyes upon. He was tall and unconscionably handsome, 
with a rugged, yet coolly arrogant, demeanor. He wore the clothes 
of a ruffian or an outlaw. But we were helpless, and Aubrey said 
we had no choice but to throw ourselves upon this Stranger's 
mercy. | felt most apprehensive as we drew our boat up to his; and 
as he offered his assistance, my heart was beating frightfully and 
my knees wobbling, | felt his steady glance, like a dagger of ust. 

But imagine my horror when the stranger, after pulling me on 
board with the aid of a rope, laughed cruelly and grabbed me 
around the waist, meanwhile calling out to my brother and wishing 
him a pleasant sea journey! His eyes glinted forbiddingly as his 
viselike grip tightened around my waist, and | am sure | would 
have fainted clean away had | not been aware of the perils of my 
doing so! | realized at once that this man was most certainly a 
pirate; and although a thrill of dreadful fear was coursing through 
my blood, | beat furiously upon his broad chest with my fists, de- 
manding to be immediately released. He smiled down at me taunt- 
ingly, calling me a plucky wench, and seemed to take great 
amusement in my distress. In a trice he had pulled me into his 
Private cabin. | cried out mightily, afraid of the fate which was to 
befall me. | wept for my poor brother, yet wished | had drowned. 
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@ A feeling of languor 
overcame me as his tongue 
explored my naked flesh...% 


@ As his thrusts 
began to 
hit home, | again 
thought | might faint... ® 
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So wretched a man 
there never was! | became 
very furious and, in a 
trembling voice, demand- 
ed to be immediately re- 
leased. The blackguard 
only grinned more broadly 
and plucked up my skirt 
with his sword, mean- 
while allowing his fingers 
to play impudently over 
my breasts. | fought in 
vain, for the scamp paid 
not a whit of attention to 
my entreaties and an- 
swered only by roughly 
tearing off my clothes, 
forcing a goblet of potent 
liquid down my throat, 
and threatening to sum- 
mon his entire crew to 
enjoy my favors 

It is with great shame 
that | continue, for that 
vile liquid weakened my 
Struggles, and my will 
crumbled under the force 
of the pirate's searching 
hands. A feeling of lan- 
guor overcame me as his 
tongue explored my 
naked flesh 
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Oh, wicked, wicked man! To stir wanton thoughts in a lass 
like myself, who had always been brought up in strict pro- 
priely! His flerce face, bent toward me for a lingering kiss, 
aroused the strangest desires | could have imagined! Al 
thoush he was awful. he called me his beautiful creature and 
tickled me playfully. | feigned that this displeased me and still 
vigorously (naked though we were) demanded my freedom 
He roared with mirth and buried his head between my legs, 
licking me until | thought | would go mad with pleasure. 
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When | felt | could withstand these feelings no longer, my seducer ceased his meander- 
ings and brought his face up to survey mine. With a sardonic smile at my discomposed 
demeanor, he began slowly to pull my legs apart, trying to force his large, rock-hard 
organ inside of me. As his thrusts began to hit home, | again thought | might faint; but 
the feeling passed, to be replaced by one of delicious ecstasy! | remain to this day with 
my roving pirale, for } so love it when he plunges deep inside me—to the hill! C4+—y 
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Steve Wilson drove South of the Border 
for a few weeks of fun 
and frijoles.Like hundreds of other American kids, 
he had never expected 
to be busted on a phony drug charge and 
thrown into a hellhole of a prison. 


MEXICAN NIGHTMARE 


There were no farewells. You don’t throw a party when the 
place you're leaving is a maximum-security prison in the 
mountains of Mexico, thirty miles below the Arizona border, 
and the method you've chosen for your departure is likely to 
cause your death 

For Steve Wilson, the nearest thing to a farewell was whis- 
pered by another prisoner, an American who'd been arrested 
with Steve. “You're going to get killed; you're really going to 
get killed,” he said, “We're going to miss you.” 

Steve agreed; he felt strongly that he would be dead by the 
end of the next day. Only a few hours before, he had been 
smashing slabs of concrete with a sledgehammer when he 
saw the old Volvo station wagon come through the gates of 
Nogales Prison. It was an early afternoon in December 1974, 
eighteen months after Steve had been arrested and more 
than four months after Richard M. Nixon had left the White 
House—a linking of names that is deliberate, because Steve 
was imprisoned as a result of Nixon's sovereign policies 

The moment Steve saw the wagon, he knew that it was the 
escape car which he'd arranged for through friends on the 
outside, and the moment he saw it he felt litle pieces of his 
mind begin flaking away. "My heart leaped when | saw the car 
hecause | knew it was mine,” he later recalled. “The only thing 
that had kept me sane was working on the plan to get out of 
there, and now that it was happening, my mind couldn't 
handle it. And | got alittle weepy, looking at the car, and had to 
get out of the area.” 

Steve Wilson isn't usually a hysterical man. He was twenty- 
six at the time. Before his arrrest in Mexico he had been an 
alcohol-and-drug counselor in Washington, N.C., working for 
the state mental-health department. He had, in fact, been 
given a month-long vacation as a reward for a program he 
had developed to help addictive kids, and the irony of that 
award as the indirect cause of his arrest on drug charges was 
seldom out of his thoughts during his months in prison. He 
had planned his escape logically and carefully, insinuating 
himself into the prison administration and conning officials 
into trusting him, working out the plan for a breakout car with a 
special hidden compartment, contriving to get it into the pris- 


on, and arranging for a driver to take him across the border. 
Wilson is a man with a logical and methodical mind. 

Or was. For after almost two years of being trapped in the 
maze of that special insane asylum that is modern Mexico 
under the influence of United States narcotics cops, frustra- 
tion and anger and fear often intruded upon logic. 

Steve was originally arrested on the illegal orders of a 
United States Drug Enforcement Administration agent and 
charged with possession of a phantom 350 kilos of cocaine 
that he never saw and that couldn't even have fit into his 
Volkswagen van. He had been forced to sign a confession in 
Spanish, which he didn’t understand, and he charges that a 
DEA agent actively participated in the torture that broke him 
down. After his trial (he saw the judge only once, as aspeck at 
the other end of the prison), Steve was told that he would be 
released with a small fine because his employer had inter- 
vened with the judge; but three Americans from either the 
State Department or the DEA later reached the judge, and 
Steve was then sentenced to imprisonment for five and a half 
years. 

From the day of his arrest he had been warned by DEA 
agents and United States Consul employees not to make 
waves. but he'd made a lot of them. writing to congressmen 
and senators, to magazines and newspapers, to the State 
Department, complaining that he'd been railroaded into 
prison by American narcotics agents and that, instead of 
protecting his rights, American consular officials told him that 
he deserved what he got and said that the only way he would 
ever go home again would be in a coffin. 

The threat turned out to be very real. In the autumn of 1974, 
a commander of prison guards told Steve that he was sched- 
uled to be transferred to another prison farther south, but that 
he would never arrive there. Steve knew what that meant, 
because it had happened to other inmates. The procedure 
called for stopping in the desert for prisoners to relieve them- 
selves, taking some select prisoners for a walk, and shooting 
them in the back, It was reported, in the official language, as 
“killed trying to escape.” The inmates have another name for 
it: “dumped in the desert.” As far as Steve knows, no Americans 
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have ever been dumped in the desert. But 
he did witness the killing of one American in 
prison. And he wonders what happened to 
several Americans who were transferred to 
other prisons and never responded to let- 
ters after they'd been taken across the 
desert. 

And as his escape car came through the 
prison gates, Steve had to run back to his 
cell to keep from screaming at the death he 
expected, at the American Consul, at the 
DEA most of all. 

The DEA, in its extralegal operations in 
Mexico, has become the Godfather of 
American law enforcement. Created out of 
the old Narcotics Bureau by Richard Nixon 
and John Mitchell in those heady days be- 
fore Wateraate, it brought together under 
one command all those scattered agen- 
cies involved in enforcing the drug laws, Its 
intrusion into Mexican affairs had its start 
back in the first year of Nixon's reign. Radi- 
cal protesters tried to disrupt the 1968 
Democratic convention in Chicago; the 
Black Panthers were stalking the land: 
most American kids were seen, by the 
White House gang, as dope-smoking revo- 
lutionaries who had driven Lyndon 
Johnson from office and were plotting the 
same fate for Richard Nixon; the White 
House became like a medieval castle be- 
sieged on all sides by a barbaric enemy. 

What was wrong with American kids? 
Pernicious permissiveness, said Spiro Ag- 
new. Sex and dope was Nixon's view. He 
couldn't Immediately do much about sex- 
ual freedom and—according to some 
reports—hadn't had any sex in years and 
probably didn't even want to think about it. 
But dope was another matter. If dope were 
stopped, half the battle would be won. 

So, in September 1969, Nixon's govern- 
ment set up what it called Operation Inter- 
cept at the Mexican border, bringing pres- 
sure on Mexican officials to cut off the flow 
of marijuana and narcotics into the United 
States. For ten days border patrol and cus- 
toms agents mucked up the normal travel 
between the two countries by thoroughly 
searching every person and car crossing 
the border. The search caused hours of 
delay at each border station, held up Mexi- 
can workers going to jobs in the United 
States, and made a lot of American tourists 
cancel plans to travel into Mexico. 

Mexico's economy is extremely depen- 
dent on American tourism, and the Mexican 
government caved in. It agreed to join the 
United States in a drug crackdown. We 
started giving the Mexicans about $15 
million a year to finance search-and-de- 
stray missions in the poppy fields, and we 
trained hundreds of Mexican cops in drug 
inspection and enforcement. At the same 
time, DEA agents were turned loose below 
the border to help seize big dealers; those 
American cops became like avenging 
angels, whose private mission was to put 
the fear of God and flag into any United 
States citizen who didn't seem to conform 
to the standards of Americanism de- 
manded by the paranoiacs of the Oval Of- 
fice. 
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The agents, says Steve Wilson from per 
sonal experience, acted like modern gun- 
slinging spooks out of control, taking out 
their James Bond fantasies on the Mexi- 
cans, rounding up the residents of entire 
villages in the quest for dope, and some- 
times being gunned down from ambush 
because the Mexicans so thoroughly hated 
them. There is independent evidence that 
DEA officials, under Nixon, actually saw 
their assianment to cut into the drug traffic 
as a “war” and tried to bring to it all the 
techniques of war—including assassina- 
tion. According to the Washington Post, the 
man who dreamed up a plan to assassi- 
nate big-time drug dealers in Mexico was 
Col. Lucien Conein, a former CIA agent 
who appears to have had some role in the 
1963 overthrow of South Vietnamese dic- 
tator Ngo Dinh Diem. In 1971, after retiring 
from the CIA, Conein was brought into the 
White House plumbers unit by E. Howard 
Hunt, originally to help fake evidence that 
John F. Kennedy had ordered Diem's mur- 
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Steve knew that there 
was no way he 
could resist—he'd 
cave in and sign 
aconfession the moment 
the torture started. 
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der. Conein, according to the Post, was 
involved in all the so-called Gemstone pro- 
grams. In 1973, with Watergate putting a 
Stop to those programs, Nixon moved 
Conein over to DEA, appointing him head 
of its newly formed Special Operations 
Branch. His job was to develop interna- 
tional spy networks for Identifying major 
drug traffickers and putting a stop to their 
operations. 

Immediately upon taking his new post at 
the DEA, Conein recruited about a dozen 
ClAmen into an elite squad that, according 
to a senior DEA official quoted by the Post, 
was “an assassination program." Although 
Conein denies the charge, Post sources 
insist that his plan was to murder Mexican 
drug traffickers with special exploding de- 
vices originally developed for the CIA. 
Several of Conein's agents spent months in 
Mexico identifying and setting up the mur- 
der victims, and the assassinations were 
about to begin in early 1975 when Sen. 
Lowell Weiker of Connecticut revealed that 
a consignment of sophisticated assassina- 
tion weapons had been demonstrated to 
Conein for potential DEA purchase. The 
assassination bureau was promptly 
scrapped. 


Against this background, Steve Wilson's 
charges are not difficult to believe. Most 
important, Steve's experiences and his ac- 
cusations are not uniquely his own; he isn’t 
asolitary figure standing on a mountaintop, 
perversely hurling lightning bolts against 
two federal agencies. A large number of 
Americans who have been detained in 
Mexico have said that they were forced to 
sign confessions they couldn't read and 
that they were mistreated by DEA agents 
and consular employees. Rep. Fortney 
("Pete") Stark of California, one of the few 
congressmen who haven't brushed off the 
charges as the ravings of drug addicts, has 
documented more than 100 cases similar 
to Steve's, And because a great percent- 
age of the 550 or so Americans in Mexican 
prisons had no previous arrest records and 
were not smugglers or involved in drugs in 
any way, Stark has been talking about a 
tourist boycott, since “travel to Mexico 
may be dangerous to your health." 


Steve was only dimly aware of all this when 
he decided to travel through the Southwest 
in the early summer of 1973. He hadn't 
thought very seriously about visiting 
Mexico, because his main goal was a slow 
jaunt through New Orleans, the Grand 
Canyon, and California. As a drug-abuse 
counselor, he had picked up some know! 
edge of narcotics laws, and he knew that 
Mexico wasn't a safe place for fooling with 
dope. But he hadn't even smoked a joint 
during the previous three years, and the 
perils of Mexico didn't cross his mind as he 
drove out of North Carolina in his purple 
1970 Volkswagen van at the end of May. 
With him was a college student, Robert 
Allen Smith, whose parents, like Steve's, 
lived in New Jersey. Steve didn’t know him 
very well, but when Allen asked whether he 
could come along on the trip to California, 
Steve welcomed the company. 

They reached the West Coast in about 
ten days; and after hanging around a bit, 
Bob suggested that they go down to 
Tijuana. Steve said that he'd like to spend a 
couple of weeks driving through Mexico 
but refused to go near Tijuana or any other 
border tourist traps because Americans 
could get into trouble in them. Steve set 
down one condition before he and Bob left: 
no drugs. He even made Bob throw away 
his sinus medicine before they crossed the 
border. 

They drove deep into Mexico, picking up 
hitchhiking Mexican nationals every 
chance they got and being invited to native 
homes so often that they seldom stayed in 
motels. Just before starting back north, 
they met a Mexican-indian girl, Patty, who 
had been studying English and hoped to 
become a secretary She wanted to go to 
the United States. Her relatives gave per- 
mission, and her papers were in order; so 
Steve took her along on the trip back to 
California. 

On the morning of June 25, 1973, head- 
ing west in the Mexican desert about thirty 
miles south of San Luis de Rio Colorado, 
which is below Arizona, they were 


searched for drugs at an inspection sta- 
tion, They passed and were cleared 
through, but pulled up a short distance 
away because the Volkswagen was giving 
Steve trouble. The two men began tinker- 
ing with the engine, and Patty wandered off 
ahundred yards or so. A car pulled up, and 
five Mexicans, wearing Hawaiian-style 
shins outside their pants, got out and 
walked over to the van. One of them 
pointed to the Minolta slung over Steve's 
shoulder and said, “It's a nice camera. We 
want it.” Steve's first impression was that 
the men were bandits, and he said, "Keep 
your hands off it." The Mexican reached for 
it, and in the scuffle the camera was 
banged against the van. Steve was furious 
and was about to jump the man when 
another one pulled from his belt a pistol that 
had been hidden by his shirt and shouted 
that he was a Federale, a member of the 
Mexican national police force. 

Patty began to run across the desert 
when she saw the gun drawn. A couple of 
the Federales chased her. After a few mo- 
ments some shots were fired, and Steve 
tried to see what was being done to the girl, 
but she and her pursuers were out of sight, 
behind sand dunes. Steve remembers 
thinking that the sounds couldn't have been 
gunshots and realizing that they were. He 
felt anger, fear, and frustration, because 
he thought that he should have been 
able to do something to protect Patty but 
couldn't act with the gun aimed at him, and 
because his mind refused to absorb what 
he had seen and heard, refused to deal 
with it. Later, in prison, Steve met a man 
who said that he was Patty's brother. No 
one had ever heard from her again, and the 
family was afraid that she had been killed 

Another car filled with Federales pulled 
up after the shooting. The Mexicans held a 
brief conterence, which neither of the 
Americans could understand, and then 
announced that they were under arrest. 
Their arms were handcuffed behind their 
backs, and they were shoved against a 
wall. They stood there for a long time, not 
understanding much except that the Mexi- 
cans had radioed somewhere and were 
apparently waiting for transportation for the 
gringo prisoners. The transportation came 
in about an hour—a new Cadillac Eldorado 
driven by an American. He was in his six- 
ties, was very well dressed, and had white 
hair and freckled, blotchy skin. The Fed- 
erales treated him with enormous respect, 
and it was obvious that he was an important 
American official of some kind 

When Steve saw the man, he assumed 
that he was from the American Consulate, 
and he told Bob, "An American, great! Now 
we're going to get out of this mess.” But the 
American wouldn't talk to them and 
wouldn't even look at them as he drove 
them north with one of the Mexican cops as 
@ guard. The only conversation was in re- 
sponse to the Mexican’s questions about 
the car. “It's a company car," the American 
said at one point. Later Steve began to feel 
certain that the man was a DEA or a cus- 
toms agent. 
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Steve and Bob were dropped off at the 
Federales station in San Luis and were 
taken into the office of the prosecutor for 
the area. He asked them several questions, 
and they described their run-in with the 
Federales. The prosecutor treated their ar- 
rest as a good joke on a couple of young 
gringos. He began typing out a report of 
their statements, pecking away with one 
finger of each hand and having trouble 
finding the right keys. Finally, when he 
finished his report, the prosecutor told his 
Prisoners that everything would be cleared 
up soon and that they'd probably be re- 
leased. “But we'll have to hold you a few 
days for investigation,” he said 

They were taken off to the drunk tank, an 
eight-by-twelve cell in which about two 
dozen prisoners were crowded. The floor 
was cement, and in the center was a hole 
for the inmates to relieve themselves. But 
many of the Mexican prisoners were vomit- 
ing from the heroin that the authorities had 
sold them and were missing the hole, and 
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“If all my nightmares 
were ever thrown 
into one place,” Steve recalled, 
“itwas in Nogales Prison. . . . 
I've never seen any 
place so much like hell.” 
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the stench was dreadful. After three days, 
unable to eat because the plates of beans 
always had a few lumps of excrement float- 
ing around, and after losing about fifteen 
pounds each, Steve and Bob were re- 
turned to the prosecutor's office. They were 
filthy by then, their hair filled with lice, 
bodies stinking, clothing hanging loosely 
on them, and the prosecutor and his clerks 
laughed at them and said that they looked 
as if they'd been in the tank for a month. 
Steve was too weak and upset to vent his 
anger. 

The prosecutor eventually grew serious 
“This pipe,” he said, holding an object in 
front of him, “it had a little bit of hashish in it. 
That is much trouble for you." Steve stared 
at the pipe. It was Bob's, a present from an 
old girl’ friend, but it had been broken 
across the stem about a year before and 
was unusable. Later Bob explained that he 
had carried it out of sentiment, because he 
felt that it was his lucky piece, and that 
Steve had blacked his eye for bringing the 
pipe. But now Steve simply stared at it, 

Bob said, "That's mine. He didn't know | 
had it; he told me not to bring anything like 
thatinto Mexico. I'm sorry. What can! say?" 
The prosecutor questioned Steve and be- 


lieved him when he said that he knew noth- 
ing about the pipe, and he made a snap 
decision—he would hold Bob for twelve 
hours, to give Steve enough time to cross 
the border and get $300 for his friend's 
“fine,” and when the money was paid, 
they'd both be free to go. In the meantime 
they would retain Steve's wallet and credit 
cards and all his possessions as security 
for his return. Steve agreed. Any kind of 
extortion was better than a return to the 
drunk tank. 

As the prosecutor typed up Steve's re- 
lease papers, two tall, blond men—obvi- 
ously American police officers of some 
kind—came banging through the door, 
dragging in a Mexican of about fifteen who 
had been badly beaten. They shoved the 
kid against the desk and slapped him 
around the face, working over his already 
bleeding nose and lips. One of the Ameri- 
cans said to the prosecutor, in English, 
“We found this.” He held up a vial with a 
black substance in it—unrefined heroin, 
Steve later learned—and it surprised him, 
because he'd always thought all heroin 
was white. 

The American cops finally noticed Steve 
and Bob. “Are you Americans?" the taller of 
the two asked, 

“Yeah, I'm an American,” Steve said 
And the anger began to flow—anger about 
the girl who was probably dead in the des- 
ert, anger about his van and camera and 
everything else that had been stolen from 
him, anger at the beating these American 
cops had given the Mexican kid. "Who the 
hell do you think you are?" Steve shouted 
The taller man started to say, "I'mwith. .. .” 
but Steve wouldn't let him answer, and the 
anger poured out of him now: “You come 
down here into Mexico and beat the shit out 
of people. No wonder the Mexicans hate us 
and steal from us. You people are per- 
Petuating what is happening to us, be- 
Cause you come into Mexico and abuse 
everybody, How would you feel if Mexicans 
were allowed into the United States to beat 
and arrest people? Who the hell are you, 
anyway?" 

Finally, the taller man said; “I'm with Cus- 
toms. Roger Anderson. Where are you 
from?" 

Steve told him that he worked in Wash- 
ington, N.C., and Anderson said that he'd 
been stationed in the Raleigh-Durham 
area. With Customs? Steve asked. Ander- 
son insisted that he was a customs agent; 
later he admitted that he and his partner, 
Jones, were DEA agents. (The names of 
boll DEA agents have been changed be- 
cause of possible pending court action.) 

“What are you guys in for?” Anderson 
asked. 

Steve began, “Oh, nothing really é 
but Anderson cut him off, “That's what they 
all say. Don't you know when you're busted 
down here you're in for the hassle of your 
life?” 

“Man, |'m in for a hassle?" Steve asked 
“| haven't done anything, and I'm in for a 
hassle?” 

Now Bob exploded. “You stupid son of a 
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Youre going to spend $3 
fora receiver? 
And you never heard of PPR? 


Stereo Sugg. Ret.+ Min. RMS Power TaeHon ete FM Sensitivity 

Receivers Price Per Channel! into 8 Ohms Rated Power (Max.) IHF ‘58 Stereo -50dB* 
SA-5760 $799.95 165 watts from 20Hz—20kHz 0.08% 1.84V 35.7dBf 
SA-5560 499.95 85 watts {rom 20H2—20kHz 01 18yV 36 2dRf 
SA-5460 399.95 65 watts from 20Hz—20kHz 04 1.8nV 36.20Bf 
SA-5360 299.95 38 watts from 20Hz—20kHz 03 1.94 37.20Bf 

| SA-5160 229.95 25 watts from30Hz—20kHz (iS 9uV 37.2081 
SA-5060 169.95 12 watts trom 40Hz—20kHz eS alae 2.0uV 382081 

7Technics recommended price, but actual retail price will be set by dealers. *New IHF °75 standard 


PPR is price performance relationship. And we feel it’s a meaningful way of judging a 
receiver because it can tell you how much power, technology and performance you're 
getting for your moncy. 

And when you look at our price performance relationship it’s easy to see why 
your next receiver should be a Technics. 

Of course, we want you to listen to our receivers. Especially since all six have 
the reserve power to float through complex musical passages with a minimum 
of distortion and clipping. And they all have rugged transformers. Bridged 
rectifiers. As well as high-capacitance filtering. 

Play a record. You'll hear it the way it was recorded. Quietly 
and with greater dynamic range. Because we use an overload- ; a 
resistant 3-stage IC in the phono equalizer sections, = 

Tune in an FM station. Even a weak one. In addition to 
hearing all the music, you'll also get increased stereo 
separation. Negligible distortion. And a minimum of noise. 
Thanks to flat group delay filters and Phase Locked 
Loop IC’s in the tuner sections. 

So if you'd like to know a simple way to discover 
just some of the reasons why a Technics receiver 
is so good...it’s as easy as PPR. 
All cabinetry simulated wood. 


Technics 
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Today’s cassette is the easiest way to make beautiful music 
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Whoever would have guessed, back in 1964, that the lowly cassette would 
become the tape system par excellence? At that time, all serious tape re- 
cording was done on reel-to-reel machines. Those recording devices were 
developed in the 1940s, when they utilized bulky “‘open-reel’’ tapes (usually 
seven inches in diameter and half an inch wide). 

Music buffs who wanted to enjoy the pleasures of open-reel tape record- 
ing had to be Serious, with a capital S. Nobody else would bother taking the 
trouble—or the expense—to get involved with miles and miles of recording 
tape, which had to be caretully threaded from reel to reel and then watched, 
with equal attentiveness, to make sure it was behaving as it should and not 
disappearing somewhere within the bowels of the machine, never to be 
seen again. 

Back in those days of Lyndon Johnson vs. Barry Goldwater, nobody took 
the cassette seriously. All it was good for was for helping hapless secre- 
taries skimp on their steno—a dictation device (and only in mono, no less) 
A few years later, some enterprising companies began to develop stereo 
music cassettes. But even then, only teenyboppers seemed to appreciate 
the cassette’s extraordinary convenience and versatility 

As the 1970s began, however, the Great Cultural Revolution was upon 
us. Suddenly, even those Serious audiophiles began to appreciate the ease 
with which not one bul (wo Beethoven symphonies (or Elton John albums or 
Judy Collins concerts) could be carried on one cassette, in the hip pocket 

Being serious audiophiles, however, they weren't about to switch to tape 
without having their highest standards met. Which is exactly what happened. 
Millions of dollars of research were spent by manufacturers of tape and 
tape decks to make available to the consumer a cassette tape that would 
sound as good as a record (or an open-reel tape), There's no point in going 
into the incredible problems they faced and overcame in meeting that goal 
Suffice it to say that today's cassette can be the equal of any recording 
medium—including records. 

The cassette decks on the following pages are among the best in the 
world. But as you decide which one you want to buy, remember: these are 
cassette decks, which means they have to be connected to a stereo receiver 
in order to record or play back. And to fully appreciate your cassette deck, 
you should utilize the very best headphones or loudspeakers. In fact, to get 
the most in audio out of these cassette decks, everything in your system 
should be of the highest quality, including the recording tape itself (a con- 
sideration that too many people overlook). Bad tape will not only distort 
your recording; it will also destroy (slowly but very surely) your recorder. 
The few pennies you may save by buying cheap tape will not make up for 
wrecking a high-quality tape deck, And to obtain the best reproduction, you 
certainly need the best tape. 

So drop in your cassette (a front-loading deck makes the simple task 
even simpler), turn your stereo system on, and tune in to the greatest sounds 
in the world. O+—-3 


The Serious Sound-Freak's System—As we have said. it doesn't do an advanced 
audiophile a lot of good to spend hundreds on a sophisticated system and save 
pennies on cheap cassettes. The best is only as good as the sum of its parts. So, 
framing a solid cassette system, here are some of the best cassettes on the market 
These are, trom left to right: Maxell's C90; The Music Tape by Capitol; Memorex, 
Columbia; Scotch's 3M Classic; Ampex Plus Series; TDK; and Fuji's C60. (The 
numerals in any cassette's model number refer to the number of recording minutes 
that the cassette will store on both sides.) 

The ultrasophisticated system shown in the background should satiate any music 
lover's inward urges. The two Bose 901 Series Ill speakers come complete with an 
equalizer and cost $749 per pair (stands are optional). Beneath the Superex Pro VII 
stereophones ($66) is the JVC CD S200 cassette deck, for $299.95. The centerpiece 
tor this system is the Sherwood S 9910 receiver ($700), which will not only play back 
and record your cassettes but will also bring in AM and FM radio, numerous other 
inputs, and even a turntable, when you've simply got to have a platter party. Better 
yet, it will enable you to record your favorite records onto cassettes. No more 
scratches and warped records. 
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There are many ways to kill, 
especially if what you want to kill is love. 


PERSONAL SLAUGHTER 


They did not talk about the war. She did not 
know from him, but from a friend of his, that 
he had once killed a sentry with a knife. It 
was a commando weapon dating back to 
D-Day. A rapier composed of black, unre- 
flectant steel, with the capacities of a razor. 
a rocket, and a biologists needle. It was 
framed above the mantle, blade up, as 
though waiting to achieve escape velocity. 

She knew that England, thirty years be- 
fore, had put into the knife a theory and an 
ambition; to drift gently up between a rack 
of ribs, cutting lungs like bread, easing the 
needle tip into the chambered heart. Death 
from a community of causes, and almost 
faster than the pain. 


Listening to her begin to tell him) a story he 
has taken from a book and asked her to 
memorize. Something about being held 
Prisoner in a secluded house, kept bare 
and bound and sleepless, occupied by 
nameless, featureless inquisitors with a 
succession of colorful demands. He plies 
her for details. And then, and then? She fills 
in his blanks. As usual. 

The perfume on her high neck, and the 
high-up swish of her stockings. for him a 
sound that never fails to paint a picture of 
the white fields above their tops. He asks 
whether she is glad he made her go there 
She is expected to say yes, to continue to 


Pretend that there is such a place and that 
she has just left it. But instead she says. 
somewhat to one side, I’m glad you told me 
about it 

An ambiguous answer not altogether to 
his liking. He begins to undress her with a 
fair show of passion. His flesh tells her it is 
no more than a show. And after such a 
story! He is so hard to awaken these days 
They end by making love with nothing more 
than hard-bought precision. Nothing 
wrong with such a flawless failure. On a 
scale of ten to a hundred, she gives it a fifty. 
Worth a hundred was a fifty in these halfway 
days. 

He remembers a high-school “slave auc- 
tion.” The student-council girls sold them- 
selves [0 raise money tor a new film work- 
shop. He had wanted to be a filmmaker 
himself unti! he learned how many people 
stood between idea and object. Slaves had 
to carry the buyer's books and clean his 
locker and so forth. You couldn't be sure 
about the "so forth.” Another boy bid high- 
est for his girl. 

She begins to feel that his sexual imagi- 
nation is somewhat provincial. Midwestern 
housewives are meeting their husbands at 
the door, wearing brass boots or less. No 
doubt he needs to read more books. 

As teenagers, they had nowhere but the 
car. In winter their heat steamed the win- 
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dows, and they rubbed their initials on the 
glass afterwards with cold. ungloved 
young fingers and went away feeling loving 
and lazy and proud. In summer she spat 
his semen out the door arid joked about the 
mandrake forest that must grow through 
the moonlit gravel beside the wheels. 

He tells her that “in L.A., at a place called 
the Rat Hole, girls open themselves like 
crab claws. Girls become snakes and stuff 
themselves with diamonds. Girls become 
yogis and pour their insides out like red ale 
For an extra dollar, you can hold the 
flashlight 

In some bars there is an amateur night 
Girls teeter dangerously on the sawdust 
stage, drop their skirts on their toes, ball up 
their paste! Levis, and toss them into the 
crowd. Hunch up against the green mir- 
rors, multiplying breasts and underbellies 
while the Doors thump out an invitation to 
the dance. Once, at such a place, he hears 
a dialogue he will remember 

Do you biow, sweetheart? 
Uh... , only if the boy's from 
a good family. 

He has been to the coast a few times. 
She, never. 

They had been making love tor hours ina 
motel room near her college campus, were 
exhausted, lay quiet and still, their bodies 
striped by television. Just before it was time 
to take her back to her dorm, he began 
again “No, | have to sign.” Began to begin 
again. “No, really no." “Come on!" Laugh- 
ing but commanding Men did in those 
days. They argued a little, almost to the 
point where they might have become dis- 
agreeable to each other. Suddenly, with a 
wise smile, the eighteen-year-old pointed 
at his blue-woal navy watch cap on the 
bureau. “For the hat.” “Huh?” “You know | 
like that hat. Give me the hat, and I'll do 
whial you want. One thing. You can say.” 
She laughed a little then, in embarrass- 
ment, and curled next to him. He felt some- 
thing old but unfamiliar shift inside himself 
“You mean that?” "Uh huh.” He reached for 
the hat and pulled it down over her head 
until only her sticky mouth smiled up under 
the woo! hood. She began 

One day he thinks of the playground 
She doesn't pretend she doesn’t remem- 
ber, “Yeal), thal was fun for you.” “You liked 
it!" “Maybe.” “Let's go back there!” She 
speaks his name warningly “Come on 
One time!” 

For a few weeks, she collected little 
things she liked. Scarves, books, records. 
Never—it was only a game—never money. 
Then, once, money, The game began to 
feel a little spooky to both of them at about 
the same time, and they dropped it. 

After they were married, they made love 
at home. That was fine for four years. Tennis 
helped. Then he got restless and began ta 
meditate on the spice of fucking with the 
sauce of fear, One night, driving home trom 
amovie, he turns down toward the river and 
wheels the car into line beside three Chevy 
vans, full of high-schoolers of all sexes 
working on each other under the near 
moon. “You must be kidding.” “Come on: 
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“I don't believe you're real.” "You 
more fun when you might get 
caught.” “Get caught? How old are you?’ 
“Come on. Like the kids” “Jesus Christ, 
those kids are at least comfortable; they've 
got those fuckmobiles! This isn't 1960; we 
can't——" “I've thought it all out,” he says 
patiently, “to take no risk is to create the risk 
that one of us will have an affair. This risk 
ends that one It is too pathetic to answer 
She says only, “A cop might come," ‘They 
always used to.” “You. Are. In. Sane.” Still, 
she goes along, that time, and one other, 
But she is a practical woman who doesn't 
care to hear a bored official voice say, as 
sooner or later one has to, "Don't you 
people have a home to go to?" Not does 
she like trying to fit under a steering wheel 
any better than she did ten years before. So 
they drop that, too. 

In the car, driving to the playground, she 
daydreams about her parents, hoth now 
dead, who could have seen them years 
ago, in the playground, from the window. 

Not easily: she and the boy would have 


® 


...ata place 
called the Rat Hole, 
girls open themselves 
likecrabclaws. 
Girls become snakes 
and stuff themselves 
with diamonds. 


been anonymous figures no larger than big 
children, and their poses on the swings 
and sliding board might have looked like 
nothing more than children climbing over 
each other, children too big to be on the 
playground at all. 

Once when they were sitting in the 
sandbox (where she had peed like a kitten, 
angry that he ignored her order not to 
watch), he gently put a handful of powdery 
snow on her breast, and she sighed 
against him in their hill of overcoats and 
watched her nipple wrinkle like a pink cur- 
rant, her flesh his fiefdom. 

Not the playground only. When they were 
Kids, he took her clothes for her body's 
happy ransom where her father dozed one 
wall away, or where the nuns who taught 
her prowled the parking lot with rifle- 
barreled flashlights, Daughter of Mary, you 
owe him nothing! He loved 'the old paro- 
Chial-school legends. Showering in your 
nightgown, not wearing patent-leather 
shoes fo dances. And later, the epic terror 
of “parking” stories; the man with the hook 
And a score of concerned policemen as 
they parked away their college years. You 
okay, young lady? How many chiefly con- 


cerned to let their lights play scientifically 
on her skin? You go to school here? What 
would your mother say? (What would God 
say?) Then gone with a wink that said in- 
stead, get ‘er once for me, buddy. Ten 
years ago. 

Ten years later he turns on the TV. A vet- 
eran of the Manson family complains to an 
interviewer. "People think we had orgies 
all the time. Bullshit. Do they have any idea 
of the huge technical difficulties in putting 
together an orgy?” 

“We're here.” She shrugs. You're here. 
He helps her ceremoniously from the car, 
his blood baking, and they begin to chase 
each other among the abandoned statuary 
loys, scarfed by their breath: cold fall, past 
dusk, the last child gone. one blue pail 
adrift in the sandbox. He lifts her onto the 
metal bed of the sliding board, kneels be- 
tween her unstockinged legs, and begins 
to dart his face across the white glare of her 
underpants, She squirms to help him lower 
them; and when their different mouths 
meet, she rests her head on the higher 
steel and lets the welcome shocks drift 
through her as she watches the empty sky. 

Later they hang on the jungle gym so that 
his waist is equal to her head, She takes 
him on her tongue, pretending he is a 
Stranger, and when that isn't quite good 
enough, she pretends he is a violent 
stranger, and then a peaceful, saintlike 
stranger, and the results are a sixty or even 
a seventy-five; so they sit holding each 
other afterwards on the hard dirt at the bot- 
tom of the tangle of softly glowing pipes for 
a long, unspeaking time. 

But it will not be many days before she 
decides that “I have been a short-order 
cook for your fantasy life long enough, and 
the mere fact that | sometimes enjoy it is 
absolutely no reason why | should have to 
share it. Let me introduce myself. Dig?" 

“Sweetheart, you'll fee! better in the 
morning.” 

“I feel fine right now. You think it's for 
scratching an itch or for remembering. | 
think it's for connecting. Real me to real 
you. If there 1s one’ 

“7 think it's for connecting 

"Yeah, with what's in your head. Well, 
connect that to your hand.” 

“Angel!” 

“It's okay. | adore you, but so long, jack- 
ass. 

“Good, go. I'll never lose you once I've 
lost you. You'll be every girl lever make love 
to.” 

‘Poor girls.” She shivers, from very deep 
inside 


But her husband—her tend said—had not 
used the knife in the way that was intended. 
Instead he had cut the sentry's throat. He 
had not known the theory of the old knife, 
nor had he felt that the style of the new war 
mandated a variant ambition of his own 
Done in the dark, the blood invisible. But 
when she thought of it, she could see the 
blood, and as a solid, A red flag, suddenly 
detached, falling like a red glove across 
her husband's hand. O+-7_ 


Something Extra...Something Free 
Our Super Colorful “T” Shirt or Sensuous Butterfly Bikir 


WHEN YOU ORDER OUR NEWEST STEREO CATALOG FEATURING TOP DISCOUNTS 
ON PIONEER COMPONENTS AND OVER 50 OTHER FAMOUS BRANDS. 


It's filled with page after page of unbelievable low prices on the brand 
and model stereo components most preferred by audio buffs from 
coast to coast . .. Components featured are not only priced 
as low as possible, but are usually in stock and ready for 
shipment upon receipt of your order . , . often within 

24 hours. Just one of the many reasons we've become 

one of the largest audio mail order firms. 


For your free tee shirt or bikini, send usa buck forour i 
catalog. .. it’s filled with hundreds of other reasons 
to do business with District Sound. 


PIONEER receivers 
SX-1250 AM/FM Stereo Receiver 
Sugg. List $900,00° 
SB'S. Price 56700 
SX-1050 AM/FM Stereo Receiver 
Sugg. List $700.00° 
$8's Price 47800 
Sy pieree Receiver 
jugg. List $600.00° 
D.S. Price 4099 


PIONEER tuners 
TX-9500 AM/FM Stereo Tuner 
Sugg. List $400.00° 
“B.S. Price 264° 


PIONEER 
PRE-AMPS/POWER AMPS 
perl ee 

ugg. List 00° 
D.S. Price 330° 
SPEC-2 Stereo Power Amplifier 


Sugg. List $900.00° 
D.S. Price 59400 


PIONEER eaquatizer 
SG-9500 Stereo Graphic Equalizer 
Sugg. List $300.00° 
DS. Price 198° 


PIONEER processor 


RG-1 Dynamic Processor 
Sugg. List $175.00° 
D.S. Price 1200 


PIONEER turntas_e 


PL510A Direct Drive Turntable 
Sugg. List $200.00° 
D.S. Price 1370 


PIONEER &Feet-to-REEL DECK 
RT-2022 2-Channel, 2-Track, 3-Motor, 
Stag cE ae 
ugg. List $1, ° | 
D.S. Price 88600 


PIONEER cassette Tare DECK 
CT-F9191 Front-Access Stereo Cassette 
Deck w/Dolby Noise Reduction System 
Sugg. List $450.00* 
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peSiiTee 307 DISTRICT SOUND, INC. 
PIONEER SPEAKERS Dept. P, 2316 Rhode Island Ave., N 
HPM-100 4-WAY, 4-Speaker System Washington, D.C. 18 
Sugg. List $600,00 pr.* 9g 
D.S. Price 330°° p, RUSH MY CATALOG & FREE T-SHIRT 
CS-63DX 4-Way 6-Speaker System small medium large 
Sugg. List $600.00 pr.” ) BIKINI (one size’ 
DS Price 3700 pr e : 
Name 
“Suggested list prices denotes Address 
approximate national value, 


City Site el 


Aint 
sR 2316 RHODE ISLAND AVENUE N.E.. WASHINGTON D.C. 20018 (202) 832-1 
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bitch!" he shouted. “! bet you don’t even 
have a high-school education.” Steve 
winced at that one. It was dawning on him 
that he and Bob shouldn't make enemies 
of two men they needed as friends, but Bob 
rushed on, pointing at Steve and yelling, 
“That guy right there works for the govern- 
ment, and he's not going to forget what you 
did to that Mexican kid..." 

Anderson signaled the other agent, 
Jones, who grabbed Bob by the arm and 
led him through a door into another room 
While they were gone, Anderson gently 
feminisced about North Carolina, putting 
Steve at his ease. Bob was returned to the 
main room in about twenty minutes, his 
nose and mouth were bleeding, and his 
eyes were puffed up. 

“Okay, come on,” Anderson said, He 
took Steve into the interrogation room, 
pulled out a nickel-plated .357 pistol, and 
held it against Steve's head. "Now | want 
the truth out of you," he said. “I don't be- 
lieve your name is Steve Wilson, and | don't 
believe your friend's name is Bob Smith. | 
think you're really... ." and he threw out a 
name Steve didn't quite understand 

“| never heard of him,” Steve said. "I'm 
Steve Wilson. Check all my papers, and 
you'll see I’m Steve Wilson.” 

"Bullshit," the narcotics cop said. "You 
just tell me the truth. Where's the cocaine?" 

Steve tried to hold the laughter back, but 
he couldn't. The question was so far out of 
left field, coming from a man with whom 
he'd just had a pleasant conversation 
about North Carolina, that he broke down 
at the absurdity of it. "What's so funny, you 
son of a bitch?” Anderson shouted. He 
jammed the barrel of his pistol into the side 
of Steve's head, raising a large welt, and 
then grabbed him by the shirt front and 
began shaking him. 

“You overeducated sons of bitches,” he 
said, “you're not good for the United States 
or for anybody else. We're going to do 
something about you guys. You're going ta 
fry. I'm going to see whether you're legiti- 
mate or not; and when | find out, I'm going 
to see that you fry." 

He shoved Steve back into the other 
room, at pistol point, over to the prosecu- 
tor’s desk. “Hold these two,” he told 
him.The prosecutor shrugged. He had 
treated the DEA agents with great defer- 
ence from the start, and now he agreed to 
the order from an American cop to throw 
two Americans back into the tank. The DEA 
agents left. The prosecutor told the prison- 
ers, “You should have kept your mouths 
shut. Now you have to go back to the drunk 
tank.” 

They were in the tank for another couple 
of days and were then taken back to the 
prosecutor's office and given papers, writ- 
ten in Spanish, to be signed. Once their 
signatures were on the documents, they 
were tald, freedom would be only a matter 
of time. Steve tried to read the papers. He 
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understood no Spanish at all, but he could 
make out enough to realize that it was an 
admission he'd been transporting a few 
hundred kilos of cocaine 

“I'm not signing anything,” Steve said. 
“That's a contession, and | didn't do any- 
thing. I'm not signing.” 

A couple of Federales led Steve and Bob 
to a building next door. There were about a 
dozen prisoners, including several other 
Americans, in the single, large room, A 
large bucket filled with soapy water stood 
on the floor in the center of the room. “The 
water treatment,” one of the other Ameri- 
cans said. The Mexican prisoners were put 
through it first. One at a time, each of the 
prisoners had his hands tied behind his 
back and was forced to kneel in front of the 
bucket, A Federale shoved his head under 
until he couldn't hold his breath any longer. 
and he had to swallow the soapy muck. 
Then his head was pulled out by the hair, 
giving him a chance to gulp air, and it was 
shoved under again. This happened re- 
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Steve was sure 
that he was going to die, 
but he felt he'd 
rather die trying to 
escape than being 
dumped in the desert. 
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peatedly, until the stomach bloated up as if 
he were pregnant. And now the prisoner 
was thrown to the floor and kicked in the 
stomach until he threw up the water. 

Alter the first one was treated this way, 
most of the other prisoners agreed to sign 
confessions. Steve knew that there was no 
way he could resist—he'd cave in and sign 
the moment the Federales pulled him to- 
ward the bucket. But he was near the end 
of the line, and he waited and watched 
They were through with all the Mexicans in 
about a half hour, and they started on the 
Americans. The first American they worked 
over was a man named Bradley Speare. 
(Prisoners who have recently written to 
Steve say that Speare is still locked up and 
is suffering from tuberculosis.) As the 
Federales began shoving Speare’s head 
into the bucket, DEA agent Anderson 
walked in. It was as if someone had told him 
that they were working on the Americans now 
and he had to see it. He watched Speare 
break down and agree to confess and 
watched as the head of the second Ameri- 
can, John Putman, was shoved in and held 
under. When Putman was permitted to 
come up for air, hc saw Anderson for the 
first time. He began to scream at the DEA 


agent, cursing him, threatening him. An- 
derson smiled, walked over, and kicked 
Putman in the abdomen. Then he left. 

The cops started on Bob Smith, but for 
some reason the torture session was called 
off just then, and they were taken back to 
the prosecutor's office, still insisting that 
they would not sign. Anderson was sitting 
there, and he said to the prosecutor, “I 
checked on this guy and his friend; they're 
nobody that can cause any trouble. | want 
you to nail these overeducated sons of 
bitches real good.” 

The next day, after witnessing the torture 
of other prisoners, Steve and Bob signed 
the confessions. 


What was done to Steve Wilson and Bob 
Smith and scores of other Americans vio- 
lates Mexican law, the Vienna Convention, 
and several United States-Mexico consu- 
lar treaties. Contrary to international con- 
vention, the Federales as a matter of 
routine will not permit an American prisoner 
to call the nearest consulate for assistance 
until after he has signed a confession, 
when it is too late. And, as in Steve's case 
and dozens of others that have been doc- 
umented, DEA agents encourage viola- 
tions of the rights of Americans even when 
the agents aren't actively participating in 
those violations. It would be simple for a 
DEA agent to pick up the phone and alert 
the consulate that an American is being 
detained and may need help. But the 
agents are supercops, and they're not 
about to assist a prisoner when there is no 
higher authority to second-guess and 
criticize them later. 

That higher authority would normally be 
the State Department, which by law is re- 
quired to protect the rights of Americans 
through its embassies in the capital of each 
country and its consulates in the hinter- 
lands. But for years, despite a lot of 
platitudes mouthed by State Department 
spokesmen in congressional testimony 
and in statements to journalists, State 
hasn't given a damn about Americans 
held in Mexico 

"Most of those Americans are involved in 
dope-trafficking charges,” one State De- 
partment officer admitted to Bill Waters of 
the Arizona Daily Star during a not-for- 
attribution discussion. “Guilty or not guilty,” 
State's spokesman went on, “they're 
mostly long-haired hippie types, and dur- 
ing recent administrations that kind of per- 
son is strictly low-priority. State’s not about 
to be bothered with their civil rights.” 

Edith Wilkie, one of Representative 
Stark's aides who have been investigating 
Mexican justice, confirms that this attitude 
was common among State Department of- 
ficials when Stark first began asking ques- 
tions about California kids arrested in 
Mexico; most recently, under growing 
congressional pressure, the attitude is im- 
Proving, Wilkie says. 

State Department officers who speak 
frankly about the agency's attitude do so 
only after extracting promises that their 
names won't be revealed. And they have 


Eleven 


questions to ask yourself 


before buying a 35mm SLR. 


Knowing what to look for now in 
a 35mm SLR can save you 
money and prevent problems 
later on. 


1, How much camera do | need? 
Most manufacturers, including 
Minolta, offer a tempting array 
of features. Like interchangeable 
finders and focusing screens 
motorized film winding, self- 
timers and multiple-exposure 
| capability. If you'll be using them, 


fine. If not, save yourself some 
money by cutting oul the frills. 


2. Is match-needle or electronic auto-exposure con- 
trol best? Minolta offers both, so our only concern is 
that you get what's best for you. 

Generally a match-needle camera costs less. To set 
exposure, you line up two needles in the viewfinder. It's 
easy, fast and accurate, but you do the work. Minolta 
SR-T match-needle cameras offer a wide variety of 
features and prices, 

Minolta’s newest 35mm SLR’s have electronically 
controlled shutter speeds. So even if the light changes 
the instant before you shoot, the camera will set itself 
for correct exposure. Among Minolta's electronic SLR's, 
you'll find features like interchangeable viewfinders 
and screens, shutter speeds to 1/2000th of a second 
and multiple-exposure capability. 


3. What should | look for 
in the viewfinder? First of 
all, a bright image. So you 
can see clearly and focus 
easily. Judge this by com- 
paring several brands un- 
der the same light condi- 
tions. A 

Then, exposure information. The more the view- 
finder shows, the more you know about how the camera 
is taking the picture. If this means a lot to you, pay the 
extra cost. If not, save on a simpler camera. 

The important thing about Minolta SLR’s is that in 
every single one, you can compose, focus, set expo- 
sure and shoot without ever looking away from the 
viewfinder. So you won't miss shots of even the fastest- 
moving subjects. 


4. What range of shutter speeds 
do | need? Most picture taking is 
done at speeds between 1/60th 
and 1/500th of a second. But to 
stop very fast action, higher 
speeds are handy to have. And 
slower speeds are useful for avail- 
able-light shooting and spectac- 
ular night shots. Depending on 
the Minolta model, you can get 
speeds as fast as 1/2000th of a second and as slow as 
16 seconds. 


5. What is a “fast” lens, and do | 
need one? The more light a lens 
lets in, the ‘‘faster’’ it is. Faster 
lenses like an f/1.2 or f/1.4 are 
more expensive, but nice to have if 
you do alot of shooting in dim light. 


6. Why is the lens system 
Important? Interchange- 
able lenses let your cam- 
era grow with you. Minolta 
offers almost 40, from a 
7.5mm ‘'fisheye"’ toa 
1600mm super-telephoto. 
Minolta makes all their 


= = 
own lenses to insure compatibility with Minolta cameras. 


7. How fast can | change lenses? 
You shouldn't have to miss shots. 

So Minolta developed and patented 
aaa bayonet mount that lets you 
change lenses with less than a 
quarter turn. And unlike other bay- 
onet mounts, Minolta's doesn’t 
require you to realign f/stops 
afterwards. 


Not too big, not too small. Your 
fingers should fall naturally into 
place on the controls. Advance am 
the film wind lever. If it feels 
gritty or rough now, how will it 
feel after a couple of thousand fag 
shots? 


9. How should it sound? Press 
the shutter button. Noisiness 
means either vibration or inade- 
quate damping of moving parts. 
Or both. The newest Minolta shut- 
ters are a joy to hear because you 
almost can't hear them at all. 


40. How do | judge craftsmanship? Compare. Every- 
thing should be tucked in neatly. Finishes should be 
even and unmarred, No machining marks should be 
visible, even inside the camera. 


11, What is the camera’s reputa- 
tion? Be sure to ask friends about 
Minolta. Since it's the best-selling 
imported camera brand in the U.S., 
chances are someone you know 
owns one. = 

And if you'd like literature on 
Minolta 35mm SLR’s, write to 
Minolta Corporation, 101 Williams 
Dr., Ramsey, N.J. 07446. In Can- 
ada: Anglophoto, Ltd., P.Q, 


Mi The more you know 
inolta 


about cameras, the more you'll 
want a Minolta. 
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told Waters and other writers, including this 
one, that the DEA and the State Depart- 
ment have made it clear to Mexican police 
officials that the United States is willing to 
subsidize them to jail American citizens. 
That official license to Mexican cops—to 
hunt down and treat Americans any damn 
way they please—has grown so pervasive 
that even Americans involved in minor auto 
accidents are handled as if they were 
major criminals. David Julyan, former as- 
sistant to Stark, points out that some Amer- 
icans in Mexican prisons are being held on 
nondrug charges, such as refusing to pay 
a hotel bill after an argument over inflated 
charges, And Sheldon B. Vance, State's 
coordinator on international narcotics 
problems, conceded that of 130 impris- 
oned Americans checked by State, only six 
had ever been involved in narcotics before 
their arrest on drug charges; obviously. 
they were not the major traffickers that the 
DEA claims it is putting out of business. 

The drug cases have provoked the 
greatest abuse by Mexican and American 
officials. DEA agents actively help the 
Federales frame men like Steve Wilson, 
and, say Representative Stark and his in- 
vestigators, State will not investigate when 
an American charges that he has been 
beaten into signing a confession in a lan- 
guage he doesn't understand. The two 
agencies are working hand in hand in 
Mexico; it isn’t by accident that DEA head- 
quarters in Mexico City is in the American 
Embassy building. And Stark has said; 
“While my office was cooperating fully by 
opening our files and sharing the informa- 
tion we had collected, the State Depart- 
ment was concentrating its efforis on 
whitewashing the issue, According to one 
of the State Department officials involved in 
the work, only 5 percent of their time was 
spent on substantive investigations into 
allegations—the balance on ‘covering our 
tracks.’ And that remark has been edited” 
Stark refuses to disclose the name of the 
State official who made that revealing con- 
fession, insisting he's not out to punish in- 
dividuals in State but is more concerned 
about getting justice for the imprisoned 
Americans. 

State officials, most notably Leonard F. 
Walentynowicz, head of the Bureau of Se- 
curity and Consular Affairs, deny Stark's 
charges and insist that State is taking "“ap- 
propriate measures to ensure that all Amer- 
icans imprisoned abroad are protected 
from maltreatment.” Indeed, in comment- 
ing on Stark's assertion that he has strong 
evidence in more than 100 cases that 
Americans were abused while under arrest 
and after imprisonment, Walentynowicz 
said in testimony before a congressional 
committee, “We find that too many times 
allegations of mistreatment later prove to 
be unsubstantiated and are motivated by 
the real desire to avoid the situation the 
person got himseff into. It is a constant and 
recurring theme,” And that, says Stark, is 
State's recurring theme: the complaining 
Americans are “felons,” and you can't be- 
lieve the word of a felon. 
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DEA officials are a bit more honest about 
their role in Mexico. They'll admit that a lot 
of those Americans who were actually 
caught smuggling and are now serving jail 
terms would never have been arrested in 
Mexico were it not for DEA pressure. These 
prisoners, most of them amateurs smug- 
gling a pound or two of cocaine from South 
America to the United States, were ar- 
rested during stopovers at the international 
airport in Mexico City. They were charged 
with smuggling coke into Mexico, but in 
reality they were arrested because the DEA 
preferred to have them sweated out under 
Mexican laws, 

"It would be just as easy for United 
States agents in South America to put the 
finger on them in the United States as it is in 
Mexico,” an American narcotics official has 
said. But, added the official, Humberto E 
Moreno, DEA's Mexican coordinator, the 
narcotics agency prefers to have them ar- 
rested in Mexico because Mexican laws 
are tougher, Moreno says: 


e 


“Guilty or not, 
the long-haired hippie 
type is strictly low-priority,” 
said a State Department 
official. “We're not bothered 
with their civil rights.” 


2 


“If we were to put a chart with our pros- 
ecution figures on it and the Mexican fig- 
ures on it, it would show that the Mexicans 
do much better than our courts on convic- 
tions and penalties. Mexico has much stiff- 
ernarcotics laws and a much stiffer attitude 
toward enforcing them, The Mexicans are 
giving defendants six years in cases that 
we are losing in American courts.” 

And Moreno brags that “we motivated” 
the arrests at the Mexico City airport—that 
the DEA got the Mexican government to 
intercept amateur smugglers before they 
could get to the United States. Stark and 
others who have compiled evidence that 
many Americans have been the victims of 
frameups charge that the DEA is using 
Mexican police and courts to act as front 
men in subverting the American Constitu- 
tion. 


Steve and Bob were moved to the San Luis 
Prison, a couple of blocks from the prose- 
cutor's office, the day after confessing. Two 
weeks later they were told that a court of 
first inquiry had found them sufficiently 
guilty to stand trial and that their case was 
being sent to a higher court for the real trial, 
That might take a year, Steve was granted 


the right to make a phone call only after 
demanding for a month that he be permit- 
ted to notify his parents or his employer 
about the arrest, It took another couple of 
weeks after that for the American Consu- 
late to contact Steve and the other Ameri- 
can prisoners, long after they'd been con- 
victed in the lower courts, of course: One 
day a guard rounded up Steve, Bob, and 
two other Americans imprisoned with them, 
Bradley Speare and Rex Heismer, and led 
them to an office to take a phone call from 
their government. At last, Steve thought, 
the embassy is going to get us out. He 
picked up the phone. Through the static he 
could hear a woman say that she was a 
consulate employee, but the connection 
was so bad that he couldn't get her name. 
Nor was she able to understand any of their 
names. After much shouting, she hung up. 

Employees from the consulate later 
began visiting the prisoners. They said that 
they were from the consulate, but they usu- 
ally refused to identify themselves by 
name. After a few visits the prisoners re- 
fused to have anything to do with consul 
employees, because they were, as Steve 
puts it, rude, depressing, and nasty. Their 
attitude was quite simple: “If you didn't 
want this to happen, you should never have 
come to Mexico; you got what you de- 
serve.” The American prisoners quickly 
understood what was happening—about 
once a month a consul employee, usually 
just aclerk coming into town to shop, would 
visit the prisoners 'so that he could make an 
Official notation for embassy records that 
he had checked to see whether the in- 
mates were being treated properly. When- 
ever a prisoner complained that he'd been 
beaten, or that he'd been sitting in prison 
for more than a year without a trial when 
Mexican law holds that this is illegal, the 
consulate’s response was. intimidating. 
“Well, we can file a complaint,” was the 
standard line, “but it might get rough for 
you if you complain against the Mexicans." 

Steve's boss had reached Sen. Sam Er- 
vin, who called the State Department, de- 
manding that it reveal what it was doing to 
protect Steve's rights and that it make cer- 
tain that he was given a speedy trial; by 
then Steve had been held for about four 
months. Under such senatorial pressure, a 
man who identified himself as being with 
the American Consulate visited Steve. “You 
lousy troublemaker,” he began, He 
grabbed Steve's shirt and shouted, "Look, 
you, don't you make waves. If you make us 
look bad, there's no telling what will happen 
to you." Steve does not recall the man's 
name. 

Soon after Steve's first contact with con- 
sulate employees, the lawyer-leeches de- 
scended on his parents back home in New 
Jersey. They had somehow been tipped off 
about Steve's imprisonment—tipped off by 
consulate officials, Steve believes—and 
there is evidence from other cases to sup- 
Port that conclusion. Steve's mother, Mrs. 
Harris Wilson, says she received “a lot of 
collect phone calls in the middle of the 
night from Mexican lawyers who said that 
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ut January Pet, Marilyn Connor. 
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A spark of adventuresome spirit lights up Marily 


en eyes as she de 
out at a boat launch 
and | started making it 


scribes some of her more free-spirited antics 
by the lake, and there were people all around. My gu 
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THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


A less than honorable or undesirable discharge causes 
many Vietnam veterans to lose jobs and educational and 
disability benefits, Such a “bad paper’ is like an albatross 
around the veteran's neck. As Penthouse has noted betore, 
many thousands of these bad-paper discharges were de- 
termined on grounds that no longer—since the promulga- 
tion of Department of Defense guidelines in 1971—have any 
validity, And although a legal basis and an administrative 
procedure exist for the individual veteran to request a reap- 
Praisal and possible upgrading of his improperly awarded 
discharge, only a small percentage of these veterans have 
availed themselves of this nght to redress. 

Various Vietnam-veterans self-help organizations around 
the country have tried to help individual veterans in prepar 
ing the necessary request, bul these efforts have been 
thwarted by both the lack of effective “outreach” programs 


tance difficulty of dealing with 


literally to the veterans. This decision followed athree-month 
trial period for testing the workability of such a program. 

As the Department of Defense explained in its August 1 
announcement; "The expansion program is designed to 
provide additional opportunity for a former soldier located 
away from a static Army Discharge Review Board panel to 
appear before an Army Discharge Review Board traveling 
panel or hearing examiner and personally present his case, 
minimize cost and inconvenience for a former soldier desir- 
ing a discharge review. and reduce the army's backlog of 
approximately 7,500 discharge review cases.” 

Of the army's six static or permanent panels, two are 
administrated in Washington, D.C. The others are located at 
Fort Carson, Colorado Springs, Colo.;:Fort McPherson, At- 
lanta, Ga.; the Presidio of San Francisco, Calif. and Fort 
Benjamin Harrison, Indianapolis, Ind. Among the twenty- 

seven stopover cities now 


the military's two major dis- 
charge review boards, located 
in Washington. 

Penthouse has strongly ad- 


and the frustrating, long-dis- 


added to these hearing sites 
are Los Angeles, Salt Lake 
City, Pittsburgh, Minneapolis, 
Seattle, Boston, and Kansas 
City. Additional hearings will 


: 7 
vocated a policy of automatic y The army's mobile be held in Alaska, Hawaii 
upgrading of bad-paper dis- discharge-review program has Puerto Rico, and within slate 
charges; in all cases, that is, and federal prison systems on 
where the grounds for the vet- been stSlseiosr an open, unscheduled basis 
eran’s discharge fall within the Now it's time for the navy, (whenever sufficient applica- 


1971 guidelines. Such a 
course of action is well within 
the administrative capabilities 
of the Department of Defense. 
Not only does simple equity 
sugges! such an approach, 


marines to 


air force, and 


7) 


tions are received), During 
January and December the 
examiners will probably be vis- 
iting Vietnam veterans at 
numerous penal institutions 
As the program expands, 


catch up. 


but also such a program would 
bring the number of cases re- 
quiring close individual attention down to a more manage- 
able level 

In spite of the Department of Defense's bureaucratic ob- 
stinacy over doing the sensible thing, recant governmental 
action has eliminated at least some of the worse features of 
the discharge review program for former army personnel 

More than a year ago, in response to legislative prodding 
initialed by Sen, George McGovern (Dem,-S.D,) and Rep. 
Thomas J. Downey (Dem.-N.Y.), the Department of Defense 
decided to create regional discharge review boards for the 
army, navy, and air force. This decision, although a step in 
the right direction, failed to solve the problem completely 
because the “static” regional boards remained, in many 
cases, inaccessible for most veterans. Nonetheless, an in- 
crease in applications for discharge reviews did result— 
and only compounded the earlier problem by adding to the 
backlog of cases. 

As a consequence, the army decided on August 1, 1976, 
to “hit the road” with a corps of (1) hearing examiners and 
(2) traveling panels—to bring its discharge review program 


104 PENTHOUSE 


other cities will be added to the 
itinerary. 

In regard to the twenty-seven cities chosen, Col. William 
—, Weber, president of the Army Discharge Heview Board 
(ADRB), says. “The determination of where we go and when 
rests with me. The twenty-seven cities were chosen on the 
basis of the population density of the United States and the 
distribution of our veteran population. No veteran who wants 
to get a hearing will have to drive more than 250 miles from 
his home under the geographic distribution we've selected.” 

Under the program both the review panels and hearing 
examiners will travel for ten months of the year, A decision to 
include any particular location on the schedule will be at the 
discretion of Colonel Weber, depending on the number ot 
applications for hearings received from that location. On the 
road, the traveling boards and field examiners will first ad- 
dress themselves to those cases thal are already received 
from applicants—cases, that is, prepared for presentation 
A veteran who wishes to bring his case before either of the 
two types of traveling unit must submit an application at 
least six months prior to the visit scheduled for his location. 
(Vietnam-veteran readers of this January issue of Penthouse 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 196 
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ADVISE AND DISSENT 


SCREWING AROUND 
WITH THE 
FIRST AMENDMENT 


Goldstein was hated and despised 
by everybooy, ... every day anda 
thousand times a day, on platforms, 
on the telescreen, in newspapers 

his theories were . . . ridiculed for the 
pitiful rubbish that they were—in 
spite of all this, his influence never 
seemed to grow less.... Gold- 
stein['s usual venomous attack [was] 
so exaggerated and perverse that a 
child should have been able to see 
through it, and yet just plausible 
enough to fill one with an alarmed 
feeling that other people, less level- 
headed than oneself, might be taken 
inbyit There were. .. widespread 
stories of a terrible book, a compen- 
dium of all the heresies, of which 
Goldstein was the author and which 
circulated clandestinely here and 
there.—1984 by George Orwell 


Al Goldstein has the kind of mouth 
mothers used to wash out with soap, 
He uses filthy words, tells tasteless 
jokes, and does—or at least claims 
he does—disgusting things, But lots 


By Alan Dershowitz 
Alan Dershowitz, who is professor of law at Harvard, is 
also an active practitioner of criminal law, constitutional 
law, and civil liberties. He has appeared before the 
Supreme Court and other courts in some of the most 
important First Amendment cases of this decade. He has 
also written extensively on these subjects. 


en's lib, or, in fact, women"). Nor 
does he immunize from his vitriol 
those who can help him: he has 
characterized the American Civil 
Liberties Union as “moronic . 
phony knee jerk liberals" and his own 
lawyer as naive for believing that 
"this kinda shit is defensible.” A re- 
cent cartoon plumbed the lowest 
depths of tastelessness by picturing 
the nine justices of the United States 
Supreme Court—the men who may 
ultimately decide Goldstein's fate— 
engaged in an array of perverse 
sexual acts with each other and with 
a bizarre assortment of animals, 
vegetables, and minerals. 

It is not surprising that the Nixon- 
Mitchell Justice Department—which 
listed pornography, but not gun con- 
trol, among the five most important 
law-enforcement priorities—should 
have set its sights on Goldstein and 
his smut empire. Since Screw is 
published in New York City and since 
the vast majority of its 100,000 sub- 
scribers and readers live in that city’s 


of people are like that. What distin- 
guishes Al Goldstein from other local degenerates is that he 
publishes a weekly newspaper—appropriately titled 
Screw—which prints his words. photographs his deeds, and 
reports on the dirty doings of the raunchy underground. As 
Goldstein admits—indeed proclaims—'"What I'm selling . 

is tastelessness”, the photographs are the grossest; the lan- 
guage, the filthiest; and the humor, the sickest. Although 
Screw devotes much of its copy to the politics of sex, it brashly 
eschews any claim to “socially redeeming value.” Goldstein is 
fond of saying: “A hard-on is its own redeeming value.” 
Screw's effect—if not its purpose—is to offend everybody in 
sight. Goldstein has strewn his verbal garbage over the entire 
spectrum of society: his targets have included everyone and 
everything from politicians (‘the ultimate hookers”) to the 
women’s movement ("Screw doesn't think too highly of wom- 
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metropolitan area, the Southern Dis- 
trict of New York would have been the natural locus of the 
investigation, indictment, and trial. But the government was 
not taking any chances on the relatively cosmopolitan jury 
likely to be empaneled in the Big Apple. It is difficult to offend 
a New Yorker. By that city's standards of salaciousness, 
Screw stood somewhere near the middie of any “peter- 
meter" of raunch (the “peter-meter” is a Goldstein-concocted 
measure of the sexual explicitness of porno films). Several 
publications that are even more tasteless than Screw (the 
stomach boggles) are regularly seen on local stands, One 
can find any possible combination of sexes and species 
entangled in lustful embrace on the screens of Times Square 
movie houses. And the proliferation of massage parlors, 
health spas, and encounter studios—or whatever euphe- 
mism brothels are masquerading under these days—caters 


@ If Al Goldstein deserves to have his mouth 
washed aut with soap, the postal inspectors 
deserve to have their hands 
slapped. In America, reading other people's mail 
is worse than telling dirty jokes. 9 


to all tastes, no matter how bizarre or anatomically inconceiv- 
able. There was a considerable risk that a jury daily exposed 
to this diet of degeneracy would return a ho-hum verdict of not 
guilty by reason of boredom. (As one New York federal judge 
fecently commented: “In these times of . . . massage parlors 
with neon signs and street-corner pandering. . . ,we suspect 
that many of our jurors selected within a fifty-mile radius of 
[New York City] are licentious or have friends who are.") 

So the Feds took out a map of Middle America and sought 
out a Bible-belt jurisdiction where Goldstein was likely to be 
viewed as the devil incarnate and Screw magazine as his 
Gehenna Gazette. What they wanted was a city populous 
enough to have a few Screw subscribers but parochial 
enough to guarantee an indictment and conviction. This cal- 
culation led them to Wichita, Kans., a city of 375,000, of whom 
less than a dozen subscribed to Screw magazine. (There are 
no newsstand sales of Screw in that city.) None of these 
willing readers had ever complained to anyone, and so the 
government decided to create its own list of ersatz subscrib- 
ers who would serve as “complaining” witnesses. During the 
very week of the Watergate break-in. several Wichita postal 
inspectors, apparently operating on instructions from Wash- 
ington, filled out subscription applications for Screw. When 
the sealed envelopes arrived in Kansas, they were placed 
intact in another envelope and sent on to Washington. But, 
despite the fact that the pristine atmosphere of Wichita was 
never actually contaminated by exposure to these infectious 
publications, the nefarious felony had been completed: 
obscene material had entered the territory of Kansas through 
the United States mail. The stage was set for the trial of the 
“Screw Two"—Al Goldstein and his partner, James Buckley. 

As the prosecution proceeded, it became abundantly clear 
that the government had shrewdly chosen the situs of its 
Bicentennial monkey trial. The grand jurors literally got down 
on their knees and prayerfully sought guidance from the Lord 
each day before hearing the evidence of Screw's blas- 
phemies. A thirteen-count indictment charging use of the mail 
to distribute obscene material was soon voted. 

The first issue in this case was the legal propriety of having 
the trial in Kansas. The defense argued that the jurisdiction of 
the Kansas Federal Court was contrived by the phony postal- 
inspector subscribers. They raised the specter of the federal 
government's dragging black militant publishers from Harlem 


to Mississippi and labor organizers from Michigan down to 
North Carolina in order to have them tried before maximally 
hostile jurors, Allowing a handful of contrived subscriptions to 
determine the locus of a federal trial, they argued, gives the 
federal government the power to impose the most parochial 
standards of obscenity on magazines published for the most 
sophisticated audiences. But the trial was to be in Kansas, 
and all motions to transfer it to New York were denied. (It will 
be interesting to see how Chief Justice Burger, who has 
frequently complained about New York City’s imposing its 
sexual mores on Mississippi, will react to this ploy, under 
which Kansas can impose its mores on New York City.) 

Once the four-week trial itself got underway, the govern- 
ment introduced a local literature professor as its “expert” 
witness. The expert—who conceded that modern literature 
was not his specialty—delivered a full-scale criticism of 
Screw: the editorials were unbalanced and abrasive; the 
movie reviews were shallow and poorly written; words were 
misspelled; grammar was sometimes incorrect; and argu- 
ments were not presented effectively. He acknowledged, on 
cross-examination, that most contemporary magazines and 
newspapers would flunk his exacting McGuffey standards. 
But he insisted that the public does not have an untrammeled 
right to choose what it wants to read: "| think there are some 
... books that shouldn't be published.” Defense experts— 
who included Dr. Wardell Pomeroy, coauthor of the Kinsey 
Reports and currently head of the Sex Education and Informa- 
tion Council of the United States—testified that Screw accu- 
rately represented sexual mores of our society and contained 
serious literary and political value. 

But despite the legal and factual complexity of the case, it 
apparently took the jury—eight women and four men, most of 
whom had not gone beyond high school—several hours to 
review the evidence, but only seventeen minutes of delibera- 
tion to convict the defendants on every count. The issue, after 
all, was quite elementary: according to the prosecutor's clos- 
ing argument, the case had nothing to do with the First 
Amendment; it was a simple battle between “decency” and 
“specialists in degeneracy.” Goldstein and Buckley now face 
substantial prison terms unless the conviction is reversed on 
legal grounds. The case will surely be appealed, eventual- 
ly—if necessary—to the Supreme Court, where it would pro- 
vide a compelling test of that Court's ability to apply the First 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 142 
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CALIFORNIA PEACH 


® | fantasize about balling two or three partners. Or perhaps an entire army of men.® 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER 
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Rene La Fontaine is a 
nineteen-year-old child who is 
visibly blossoming into 

ripe womanhood, “'I'm just start- 
ing to take the plunge into 

the big, wide world," says this 
36-24-36 Libra, “and life 

is just a constant turn-on. My 
life is just a series of new 
excitements.”" 


Miraculously, Rene has 
if into a totatly 


transformed 

liberated woman, as free 

a Southern California zephyr. 
thful exuberar 

to Rene’s 

Penthot 


id | want my body to 
cite other people 


‘Sex for me," 


Rene confide: 
tter of 
mind. A 


brain is the 
gre: play- 
ground in the 
world. If I'm 
horny and 
there isn'ta 
man around 
V'Il fox myself 
up in fancy 
clothes and 
begin to fan 
ta | pre- 
tend that I'm 
making it with 

woman and 
an feel her 
softness all 
around me. 
Other time: 
imagine ball- 
ing two or 
three partners 
or perhaps 
taking on an 
entire army of 
men. | can 
masturbate 
like that for 
hours. 


This blonde, 


green-eyed 
aspiring car- 
toonist draws 
the line be- 
tween her 
fantasies and 
her life. “I've 
actually had 
sex only with 
men Once} 
made love on 
a stony beach 
and just be- 
fore | cli- 
maxed, 

lover pushed 
me into the 
freezing 
water. Another 
man once put 
sliced peaches 
inside of me, 
then slowly 
sucked them 
out one by 
one. Ohhhh, 

| can't tell you 
how good that 
felt!" That, 
Rene, wins 
our award for 
creative pack- 


aging.O+—_ 


TAKES MONEY 


We already have the things money can't buy. The athletes. The 
skill. The determination. 

What we need is what money does buy. The coaching. The 
training. The traveling. 

And we need you to help us get them. Unlike the ski teams of 
other countries, ours receives no government subsidy and is 
supported by private donations. 

Won't you send your contribution today? To the U.S. Ski Team 
Fund, Box 100M, Park City, Utah 84060. It’s tax deductible. U5 


Enclosed is: 

($5. Send me the U,S. Ski Team 
decal and patch. 

($10. Send me the U.S. Ski Team 
patch and pin. 

($25. Send me the U.S. Ski Team 
decal, patch and pin. 

($50. Send me the U.S. Ski Team 

decal, patch, pin and newsletter. 


$100. Enroll me iti the U.S. Ski Team 
Club. Send special club pin and 
newsletter. 

G For larger contributions send me de- 
tails of program offers. 


Photographs courtesy of Copper Mt.,Colorado—John Russell 
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But fortunately, one kind of Panasonic car stereo can give 
‘ou several kinds of enjoyment. Because while they all play 
eautiful FM/AM/FM stereo, they play other things. Like CB, 
r 8-track. Or cassettes. Even four-channel. 

They're also beautiful to look at. With sleek faces that fit 
nugly into the sound slots, thanks to their compact design. 
nd Panasonic audio qualities will make your eardrums 
eg for more, Especially if they're played through 

‘anasonic speakers. 

Your dashboard may only have room for one kind of 
anasonic car stereo. But it'll be exactly the kind you want. 
nly at your Panasonic car stereo dealer. 
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CR-B1717. CB with FM/AM/FM 
stereo radio. It's out of the way 
except when you want to use it. 
And when you use it, the CB has 
all kinds of things for improving 
performance. Like an S/RF meter. 
Delta tuning. Variable squelch 
control, Detachable mike. And 
noise-limiter circuitry. There's 
even a standby monitor to 
receive CB calls while you listen 

to AM or FM. And the radio... it's a 
Panasonic, with pushbutton tuning. 
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CQ-840. Stereo cassette player 
with FM/AM/EFM stereo radio. 

If you're into cassettes at home, 
take them along for the ride. This 
system is so compact, it fits in 
just about any car. But it has 

big system features. Like fast 
forward. A tape ejector switch 
that turns on the radio automatically. 
And circuitry that automatically 
improves FM reception. And more. 


and probably raped by the Mex 
ners 

They watch 
trying to F 
wal Cc 


axican of 
ek after Ste 


tter, three Americans car 


ind American age 


1 sent that let 


visit him ir new prisoi 


pA 
They ne 1 


Ir 


ntify them 


J they looked as if the 


be doing 


back Hit 


being an 
in the hole for almost 


accomplice. He 


three month 


After si 


Jecic 


isually rest 


fin punishrr 


ven to a mer 


rison off he and Bob were 


p 


lold 


CQ-742. Deluxe stereo cassette player CQ-999. 4-channel tape player with CQ-969. Stereo 8-track tape player 
with FM/AM/FM stereo radio. FM/AM/FM stereo radio. Now you with FM/AM/FM stereo radio. You'll 
Automatic reverse plays either side of can turn your car into an acoustic hear the tape but you won't see it. Because it 
the cassette, automatically. There's chamber. And be totally surrounded slides deep into the radio dial. And when you 
locking fast forward and rewind so by music. Also plays stereo 8-track listen to the radio, a distant/local switch and 
you can keep your hands where they tapes. The radio sounds great, too. AFC give you really remarkable reception. 
belong. And the radio is just as deluxe. Because it has AFC. Distant/local 

circuitry. And a loudness circuit that 

boosts the bass and treble. 


Panasonic. 


ust slightly ahead of our time. 


term, Steve asked what had happened to 
the promise. The secretary said three 
Americans spoke to the Judge about his. 
case, and the judge decided that Steve 
and Bob were hardened criminals who 
must be kept in prison. The secretary re- 
fused to describe the three Americans and 
refused to say anything further. They could 
only have been acting in an official capac- 
ity, of course: Steve believes that they were 
from the American consulate 

They appealed their sentences. In a 
short time Steve was told by a prison official 
that both appeals had been denied and 
that Steve's sentence had actually been 
extended to thirty years. Steve stared at the 
man, unable to believe the words. Finally. 
he asked, “Why?” 

“Because you know too much.” the offi- 
Clal said, 

But Steve's problems were just begin- 
ning. In October 1974 the sergeant of the 
guards, a gentle, elderly man named Don 
Orelio, warned Steve, “Soon they're going 
to have to take you away,” Steve asked him 
to explain, and Don Orelio said, “They've 
Put you in tor transfer, and they will dump 
you in the desert.” Orelio cried and gave 
Steve a silver medallion for good luck 
Soon the word spread that Steve was to be 
killed, and all the Indians in the prison 
Started giving him silver jewelry. And Steve 
began planning his escape. 

The only way out of the prison, he de- 
cided. was in acar that would be broughtin 


to him. There was a body-and-fender shop 
in the prison, another of the directors 
fund-raising enterprises. Using free con- 
vict labor, the director was able to undercut 
outside repair shops, and his garage was 
always filled with damaged cars that had 
been brought in for repairs from all over the 
state. The cars were carefully searched on 
the way in and on the way out. but Steve 
knew how to get his car past inspection 
And he knew several people who would 
help him do it 

One of therm was Lee Hare, an American 
prisoner who owed Steve a large favor. Lee 
had been putin solitary and was kept alive 
only because Steve sneaked food in ta him 
Although Lee had actually been caught 
with thirty pounds of manjuana, he had 
paid enough bribe money so that he'd be 
sentenced to 4 short term with an optional 
fine. He had paid the fine and was sched- 
uled to be released in mid-November 
Steve promised to pay Lee several 
thousand dollars to help in the escape 

‘| want you to get hold of an old car,” 
Steve said. "Not a Ford or Chevy. but some 
car the Mexicans wouldn't be familiar with 
It has to be big enough to make a com- 
partment for me to squeeze into, Maybe the 
guts can be taken out for a compartment 
or maybe it can be put behind a seat; I'll 
leave that to you. Get a sheet-metal worker 
to work it out,” 

Hare agreed, but he would not bring the 
car into Mexico, because he didn't ever 
want to set foot inside the country again 
Instead he would send it across the border 
with his girl friend, who had been arrested 
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with Lee and was also scheduled for re- 
lease, “But you'll have to find someone else 
to drive it into the prison shop,” Lee said 

Steve was also owed a favor by a Mexi- 
can prisoner whom he had helped to kick 
the drug habit, and he told the Mexican 
about his need for someone on the outside 
to bring in his escape car. The prisoner was 
frequently visited by a lovely teenage girl 
he called his cousin. She liked Steve, and 
she agreed to bring the car in for repairs 
when it arrived in Nogales 

And that evening in December, after 
shaking off his fears that he would be killed 
in that Volvo wagon that came through the 
gates, Steve slipped down to the body 
shop with Bob. “You're going to die,” Bob 
kept saying, “but if you really want to die, I'll 
help you because | know what you're feel- 
ing.” Steve still felt he was going to die, but 
he'd rather die trying to escape than being 
dumped in the desert. 

They spent more than three nours 
searching for the hidden compartment. 


Seanad 


e 


Steve was certain that 
the guards knew 
he was hidden in the car. At 
any moment, he would 
be pulled out and 
summarily executed. 


2 


ee 


Lee had had the old tirewell enlarged 
somewhat, so that it looked like a gas tank 
from underneath the car. The original gas 
tank had been ripped out to make room for 
the compartment, and a small one with just 
enough fuel for getting across the border 
and back had been hidden in the chassis. 
On the inside of the wagon, covering the 
entire floor, Lee had screwed wooden 
Strips so that it looked like the deck of a 
boat. Ihe hatch to the compartment could 
be raised only by removing the screws. 

It was, Steve says, the smallest space 
he'd ever seen. He was down to 135 
pounds from his original 200: yet he 
couldn't squeeze into it without the help of 
Bob, who shoved him inside like a sau- 
sage. When he was squashed into position 
Steve bit off one of seven Mandrex cap- 
sules he had taped to his arm, and he 
began to grow groggy as Bob screwed the 
hatch closed. Each time Steve woke up 
during the night, he bit off another Mandrex 
and went out again until he realized it was 
morning: he could see a stream of light 
through one of the two airholes that had 
been drilled into the compartment, And 
after a time he realized that something had 
gone wrong. The fenders had been 


banged out and had been painted the pre- 
vious afternoon, before Steve got into the 
car, but now the workers were painting it 
again and the fumes were suffocating. The 
sun started beating on the car—it was often 
120 degrees in the sun—and Steve's skin 
started to blister. He tried not to take any 
more Mandrex because he didn’t want to 
waste it—he was certain the prison officials 
knew that he was trying to escape and 
were letting him roast to death. He started 
bleeding at the nose. His legs, the skin 
blistering and the muscles cramped from 
the contorted position he was in, felt as if 
they were being burned with a blowtorch 
He passed out 

At night, when he awoke. he took more 
Mandrex. Unknown to him while he'd been 
unconscious, the car had been moved tu 
another section of the prison, which Bob 
couldn't reach; so it wasn't possible to get 
him out 

He was in the car for three days. The 
Mandrex had run out. He was bleeding and 
vomiting, and he began to scream at the 
Pain and futility of it all and then put his 
hand over his mouth and bit a wound init to 
stop his screaming. He was certain that the 
guards knew he was hidden in the Volvo 
and that they were waiting for him to die. He 
heard guards talking about the car several 
times. Once it was moved to another part 
of the prison, and he knew that at any mo- 
ment he would be pulled out and, if he 
was still alive, summarily executed. Then 
he heard a gate open, and the car was 
driven through, and then another gate 
open. And he knew that he was at the front 
gate, a few feet away from freedom 

Then he heard the guards begin to tear 
the car apart, pulling out the seats, lifting 
the hood and trunk lid, crawling around 
inside searching for him. It was clear that 
he had been reported missing and that 
they were trying to find him in the Volvo. 
Steve lay there, praying, “Please, please, 
please. God * The car began to move 
again. Steve heard still another gate open 
and then close behind him, and he knew 
that he was out of the prison. And then he 
heard the voice of the young girl who had 
Promised to drive him away from Nogales. 
A guard was arguing with her, giving her a 
difficult time about something. The car fi- 
nally started up, The plan had been that the 
girl would release Steve when she was 
clear of the prison, but she kept driving and 
said nothing. Steve was certain a guard 
was with her. taking her somewhere for a 
more thorough search. And he knew that 
he had to break out and try to overpower 
the guard. 

He screamed and rose up with such 
sudden force that he tore the hatch loose, 
tore the screws from the wood, and lifted 
himself part of the way out of the compart- 
ment. But his legs refused to move, he 
couldn't stand on them, and the heavy 
hatch cover fell back on him, covering his 
shoulders so that only his neck and head 
were sticking out. He was facing toward the 
rear, watching the trees flash by, and didn't 
have enough strength to raise the hatch 
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TEXT BY NEIL HICKEY 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY ED SOREL 


[... who don’t remember the 


past,” said George Santayana, ‘‘are condemned to repeat it.’” 
Penthouse agrees. Having survived 1976, 
the most gloriously absurd year in our Bicentennial history, 
we asked Neil Hickey and Ed Sorel to don Gypsy 
garb and whip out the old tarot 
deck. Here is their version of the New Year, and you can decide 
for yourself whether you want anything to do with 1977. 
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New York, May 15—Associates of Terence Cardinal 
Cooke, archbishop of New York, have been concerned 
lately about the churchman’s emotional health, according 
to reports emanating from the Chancery. 

The direct cause of the cardinal’s mental state, re- 
portedly, is the imminent publication of Judith Exner’s 


book describing an affair she had with John F. Kennedy. 

“It's not the affair itself that's bothering him,” said Mon- 
signor Francis X. O'Toole, a Chancery spokesman. “'It's 
Mrs. Exner's revelation that—instead of using the church- 
approved rhythm method of birth control—the president 
employed artificial means of contraception." 
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London, September 20—Following this week's precipitous 
decline in the value of the pound to twenty-seven cents, 
and in view of the expected total collapse of the United 
Kingdom, Parliament reluctantly voted today to accept the 
plan that the huge American conglomerate ITT put forth 
for the reorganization of the country. 

Under the terms of the agreement, Great Britain will be- 
come a wholly owned subsidiary of ITT and will be oper- 
ated by that company as a tax loss. ITT’s management has 
announced a number of the steps that it will take to attempt 
to rescue Great Britain from its economic plight. 

One of them calls for Queen Elizabeth and the royal 
family to vacate Buckingham Palace and take up resi- 
dence in a room in Bloomsbury. ITT Chairman Harold 
Geneen announced that he would live in the palace but 
would be careful to turn out all electric lights not in use. 

Parliament will be disbanded pending democratic elec- 
tions, which Mr. Geneen said would be held "probably in 
a few years." In the interim period the country will be gov- 
erned by a four-man military junta composed of Nguyen 
Cao Ky, Chilean ‘‘strongman” Gen. Pablo Sanchez, Gen. 
Curtis LeMay, and Gen. William Westmoreland. ; 

Also in prospect are the following: massive urban-re- 
newal projects for eliminating such decaying (and nontax- 
paying) structures as Westminster Abbey, the Tower of 
London, and St. Paul's Cathedral. ‘And not only that," said 
Mr. Geneen. ‘'The trains will run on time.” 


Las Vegas, Nev., October 14—Former actor-producer 
George Jessel, eighty-five (?), was arraigned here today 
on charges of transporting a seventeen-year-old girl across 
state lines for allegedly immoral purposes. Mr. Jessel ar- 
rived here yesterday from Los Angeles with pert, blue-eyed 
Tondelayo Mishkin, whom he described as his “niece.” 
Mr. Jessel and Miss Mishkin returned only one week ago 
from Israel, where the retired performer had participated 
in a tree-planting ceremony. 

"She carries my seeds,” Mr. Jessel explained at the 
time. He was held without bail in the Las Vegas county jail. 
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Edgartown, Mass., July 9—Following the enormous suc- 
cess of his two novels, Jaws and The Deep, author Peter 
Benchley announced here today that he is hard at work on 
a third novel, to be called Deep Jaws. 

It will be the story, Mr. Benchley said, of a sex-crazed 
white whale which is driven by unfulfilled oral-sexual de- 
sires and, as a result, eats the Martha’s Vineyard ferry boat 
en route from Woods Hole to Vineyard Haven. 

The whale then makes a brazen sortie into New York 
harbor and eats Liberty Island, including the Statue of 
Liberty. After it devours the Queen Elizabeth II outside Le 
Havre, shipping all over the world is brought to a halt, while * 
a hoary old séa captain who studied psychiatry under 
Freud (to be played by Robert Shaw in the film) is brought 
in to hunt down and kill the whale. 

“That's as far as I've gotten with the story,” Mr. Benchley 
said, “It's just a two-page outline so far, but my publisher, 
Doubleday, is checking with bookstores, book clubs, movie 
producers, paperback houses, toy companies, and T-shirt 
manufacturers to see if they like it. 

“Literature!” said Mr. Benchley, “I love it. | just feel 
sorry that Proust, Beckett, and Joyce didn't get in on this.” 


Philadelphia, July 5—Twenty-eight members of the Ameri- 
can Medical Association, which is holding its annual con- 
vention at the Bellevue-Stratford Hotel here, died yesterday 
of a mysterious illness resembling pneumonia: Officials of 
the AMA were at a loss to explain the catastrophe. 

“We've never seen anything like it," said an AMA 
spokesman. "We can't figure out what's causing it.’” 

Reminded that twenty-eight members of the American 
Legion died last year after a convention at the same hotel, 
the spokesman said, “You're kidding.’ Assured that the 
Legion deaths did indeed occur, the AMA man said: ‘Well, 
that makes me pretty sore. | think somebody should have 
told us about that.” 


New York, October 7—Mrs, Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis 
attended the gala opening of the Metropolitan Opera sea- 
son here last night. Her escort for the occasion was porno- 
film star Harry Reems. “Just say we're friends!"’ shouted 
Mrs. Onassis, with a cheerful wave of her hand to reporters. 


Paris, July 10—Fashion designer Yves Saint Laurent, who 
took the world of haute couture by storm last year with his 
Peasant Look, exhibited his new fall collection at his Paris 
salon today. He calls it The Coal Miner Look. 

“Stunning! Simply fab!" said Grace Mirabella, editor of 
Vogue. “No woman who aspires to be well-dressed can 
afford to overlook it."" 

“Yves has done it again,” said fashion writer Eugenia 
Sheppard. ‘'I'm simply on tippy-toes to know what he has 
in store for us next year.” 


Las Vegas, Nev., October 16—In a daring predawn raid, a 
fifty-man team of Israeli commandos assaulted this desert 
gambling town today and stormed the Las Vegas county 
jail in a successful bid to free George Jessel, who was 
being detained here on an alleged morals charge. 

“We did it before, and we proved we can do it again,” 
said the commando leader, who also led last summer's 
rescue of Israeli hostages. from Entebbe airport. 

“This raid proves to all the citizens of the world once 
again that we will tolerate no harassment of any friend of 
Israel by foreign powers.” 

Arriving safely in Tel Aviv, Mr. Jessel was greeted warmly 
by pert, blue-eyed Esther Potempkin, a paratrooper whom 
the actor described as his “niece.” 


Washington, D.C., April 25—Clarence Kelley, director of 
the Federal Bureau of Investigation, drew sharp criticism 
from a conaressional watchdog committee today following 
his appearance yesterday afternoon on the television game 
show “Password.” 

Mr. Kelley's opponent on the program was Abbie Hoff- 
man, the former Yipple leader who Is one of the FBI's 
most-wanted fugitives and has been living underground 
for several years. 

“I just plain didn't recognize him," said Mr. Kelley. "I 
thought he said Dustin Hoffman." 


Los Angeles, June 1—Frank Sinatra and his bride of one 
year, Barbara Marx, showed up at the United States Pass- 
port Office here yesterday in order to obtain passports for 
a planned trip to Europe. “It's Frank's present to me for our 
first wedding anniversary,” said the happy Mrs. Sinatra. 
Asked to sit for a passport photo, Mr. Sinatra punched the 
photographer and smashed his camera. 


Newark, N.J., March 25—Sen. Hubert Humphrey ad- 
dressed the Knights of Columbus here last night in a two- 
fisted speech that is being widely heralded as the opening 
salvo of his bid for the 1980 presidential nomination 

“| made a big mistake right here in New Jersey last sum- 
mer when | decided against running in this great state’s 
primary election. | don't intend to make the same mistake 
twice.” 

He hinted that a Humphrey campaign headquarters 
would soon open in the warehouse section of Newark 


Plains, Ga., February 20—"‘Amy's,” the first restaurant in 
a projected nationwide chain of fast-food stores, opened 
here yesterday under the eye of its founder, nine-year-old 
Amy Carter. 

The specialty of the new franchise chain is a sandwich 
called a Big Amy, consisting of peanut butter with lettuce, 
pickle, onion, and cheese on a sesame-seed bun. 

At the ribbon-cutting ceremony, Miss Carter announced 
the food chain's special offer: free french fries to any cus- 
tomer who is born again. Baptism by total immersion will 
be a regular Wednesday feature. 

Each store in the chain will have the distinctive architec- 
ture chosen by Amy and her family: arched, stained-glass 
windows set in white siding, dominated by a white steeple 
and cross, and surrounded by a white-picket fence. At- 
tendants, dressed as altar boys, and standing in tiny pul- 
pits, will accept customers’ orders. 


Washington, D.C., May 8—Federal Reserve Board Chair- 
man Arthur Burns said today that he would soon be an- 
nouncing a series of dramatic new initiatives that will alle- 
viate the country's worsening financial crisis. 

“It's taken a lot of study, toil, and persistence," he said, 
“but after consultation with the best think tanks in the land 
—and I'm not at liberty to disclose which—we can now fore- 
tell economic cycles with great accuracy." 


New York, November 9—New York Mayor Abraham 
Beame convened a press conference at City Hall today to 
announce a dramatic new step aimed at ending the city's 
desperate financial crisis. 

“It's the essence of simplicity,” Mayor Beame said. 
“We've opened a checking-plus account at a bank near 
City Hall. | saw the commercials on television. All we have 
to do is maintain a minimum deposit of $500 in a Golden 
Passbook savings account, and we can write all the checks 
we want—even though there isn’t enough money in our ac- 
count to cover them, And the checks never bounce! 

“Think of it. No more payless paydays for the police and 
sanitation departments, the transit workers, and the school- 
teachers, and we're paying off the face value of our munic- 
ipal bonds. We're able to consolidate all our debts, and the 
bank has extended to us an unlimited credit line on which 
we pay only 18 percent interest. 

“I'don't know why we didn't think of this years ago.”” 


Hollywood, August 16—Former President Idi Amin of 

Uganda, whose regime was overthrown last month by a 

group of right-wing Ugandan extremists, arrived in Holly- 

wood today to start his new career. The one-time dictator 
will star in his own television series, a half-hour situation 
comedy to be produced by Norman Lear. 

“It's a great chance for me," said Amin. “I've always 
wanted to be an actor, and this fellow Lear speaks my 
language.” 

In the series Amin will play the deposed ruler of an ob- 
scure African nation called Ubetcha. He becomes a furrier 
in Forest Hills, where he caters to the upper-middle-class 
Jewish community. His white sidekick is played by Efrem 
Zimbalist, Jr, a character loosely based on the late 
George Lincoln Rockwell. 

In the pilot, Amin's store is firebombed by Yeshiva stu- 
dents, and in retaliation he captures and tortures the pres- 
ident of the local Hadassah, whom he holds captive—unti! 
she is liberated by a raiding party of the Jewish Defense 
League (led by Rabbi Meir Kahane, playing himself in a 
guest appearance), 

“It's all a lot of good fun," said Amin, “and we expect 
good ratings, unless they put us opposite that jive turkey, 
_ Archie Bunker.’” 
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Denver, Col., December 12—Terrorists from New’ York 
City's Pratt Institute today hijacked a Braniff airliner, its 
fuselage brightly painted by artist Alexander Calder, and 
they are holding it for ransom, along with 155 Passengers 
and 14 crew members. 

One of the gun-waving.desperadoes broke into the 
pilot's cabin and shouted, "Take this plane to Province- 
town, Mass., and nobody will get hurt." Meanwhile his five 
accomplices were forcing the passengers to look at pic- 
tures by Andrew Wyeth. 

Landing at Provincetown, the terrorists threatened to 
blow up the plane and all the hostages on the runway un- 
less $1 million in ransom were paid to the Norman Rock- 
well Memorial Pension Fund for Representational Artists in 
Stockbridge, Mass. 

Late in the day the Museum of Modern Art in New York 
City agreed to put up the ransom money in return for full 
ownership of the Braniff plane with its Calder markings. 
“We intend to install it in our sculpture garden and use it 
as a screening room for Buster Keaton movies," a spokes- 
man for the museum said. 


Dublin, September 15—The Provisional Wing of the Irish 
Republican Army announced today that it had made formal 
application to the United States State Department for the 
purchase of a nuclear reactor. 

“Naturally, we're eager to have our own nuclear capa- 
bility and to join the family of nuclear nations," said 
Terence O'Houlihan, IRA defense minister, at his secret 
hideaway in a warehouse section of Belfast. 

“But | want to emphasize that this capability will be used 
100 percent for peaceful purposes,"’ Mr. O’Houlihan con- 
tinued. "None of your mushroom clouds for us, and that's 
the God's truth on my mother's grave, and any Protestant 
who says otherwise will have his face bashed,” 

In Washington a State Department spokesman wel- 
comed the IRA initiative and said he hoped that the sale 
would be as fully supportive of world peace as similar pacts 
completed during the last several months with Uganda, 
Rhodesia, South Africa, Lebanon, Chile, Taiwan, Puerto 
Rico, Cuba, and Saudi Arabia. 


Los Angeles, February 2—Ronald Reagan announced 
today that he is resuming his film career, following last 
year's unsuccessful bid for the presidency. “Acting has 
always been my first love," said the former California gov- 
ernor. ‘Politics is dull stuff by comparison." His first movie 
—to be called Wild Avocados—will be directed by the 
Swedish filmmaker Ingmar Bergman. Costarring opposite 
Mr. Reagan will be Liv Uliman in the role of a tormented 
Swedish gynecologist. Mr. Reagan will play the spectral 
figure of Death, and Dennis Morgan will play his best friend. 
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Atlanta, Ga., Sept. 16—Executors of the estate of the late 
Margaret Mitchell, author of Gone with the Wind, have 
filed suit here against film producers David Brown and 
Richard Zanuck over their proposed sequel to the famous 
Civil War novel. 

The heirs have heard reports that GW7TW-// will be filmed 
as a porn movie starring Harry Reems as Rhett Butler and 
Marilyn Chambers as Scarlett O'Hara. 

In Hollywood a spokesman for the producers said: 
“Listen, we've got a lot of bucks tied up in this turkey, and 
no Georgia crackers are going to tell us how to do it.” 


Washington, D.C., March 7—The Elizabeth Ray Secre- 
tarial School enrolled its first students today at the school’s 
new headquarters on Pennsylvania Avenue 

“It's going to be a swell opportunity for all the girls who 
come to Washington from all over the country, looking for 
jobs," said the ebullient Miss Ray, former stenographer on 
the staff of Congressman Wayne Hays of Ohio. "Working 
on Capitol Hill is just the most fun a girl can have." 

Students will learn how to type two words a minute, Miss 
Ray told reporters. They'll also study how to decorate and 
maintain a love-nest apartment, how to operate a hidden 
tape recorder, and how to negotiate for paperback book 
contracts and movie deals. 

Upon graduation, students will be provided with a com- 
plete wardrobe from Frederick's of Hollywood, including 
peek-a-boo shortie pajamas (with or without tassels), a 
white, off-the-shoulder sheath dress and high, spiked heels, 
and the name of at least one Washington Post reporter. 

Honor students receive subscriptions to Congressional 
Quarterly. dinner at the Sans Souci. and a copy of Wayne 
Hays's autobiography, / Did It My Way. 


New Delhi, November 19—Mrs. Indira Gandhi announced 
today that she was establishing a two-party system in 
India. She'll head one of them herself, she said, and the 
other will be led by her thirty-year-old son, Sanjay Gandhi. 

“This will bring new stability to our nation,” she said. 
“One problem we have faced in the past is that every 
month—just like clockwork—I have the most overpowering 
desire to invade Pakistan. | can't figure it out. Golda Meir 
used to tell me she had the same compulsion about Syria.” 


San Francisco, June 27—H. R. Haldeman, former Presi- 
dent Nixon's aide who resigned under fire during the 
Watergate crisis, has accepted a teaching post at the 
University of California, his alma mater. 

Starting with the fall term, he will assume the Warren 
Harding Chair of Political Science, which was endowed 
recently by Disneyland. 

His first course, Mr. Haldeman said, would be titled 
Machiavelli 104, 


Los Angeles, March 1—Tricia Nixon Cox, daughter of 
former President Nixon, led a demonstration in downtown 
Los Angeles yesterday protesting the government's recent 
ban on hair spray. 

“Sure, | know that aerosol cans are destroying the ozone 
layer in the earth's upper atmosphere and causing an in- 


crease in the incidence of skin cancer,” said Mrs. Cox in 
an interview. ‘But what's a girl to do with her hair? | mean, 
that's important, too!"" 

Mrs. Cox was joined in the line of march by Robert 
Abplanalp, a friend of her father's, who was an inventor of 
the aerosol can. O+—_ : 
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pried off the lid, unfolded the embossed 
Napkin, and saw . .. not silty ash drifting 
and banked, but chunks of white bone the 
size of almonds! Here was a groove where 
once had ridden the trunk of a nerve; there 
persisted an eminence, round and smooth, 
to which a muscle had attached. All to- 
gether they had done some act for Barney. 
Raised his glass, perhaps. From the can 
rose the faint odor of scorch, | had been 
ready for ash; | was filled with dread of 
these staring bones. From the perpetuity of 
ash | could have departed in peace, but 
from these crusts and careless crumbs, | 
would take away no memory of the banquet 
of friendship, only a nausea of the soul 

But to the task. Quickly, as though to rid 
myself of incriminating evidence, | walked 
round and round the clearing, spilling Bar- 
ney's bones upon the oak leaves until there 
were no more. Then | looked down to see 
them strewn, as if by some wizard who 
would read an Fvent in the pattern they 
formed. Nearby was a small park with 
benches and tables and tall trash cans. 
Trembling, | went there to sit alone, for it 
comforts—does it not?—to sit beside the 
dead and measure the distance between 
them and us. 

All at once there was a noise, an alive 
sound. Less than a thump—a scrabble 
perhaps, | looked behind me. There was no. 
one nor any creature. Only the woods 
where, doglike, | had dropped the bones of 
my friend. | sat back; again | strained to- 
ward respectful elegy. Again! A whirring. | 
wheeled, and nothing. But now | am 
terrified. Who's there? | called out. and the 
whiteness of my voice informed the forest 
of my vulnerability. | started to walk away. 
toward the road, backing off, | must not be 
seized from the rear. And then | heard it 
again. that soft thrashing. From the rim of 
my vision | saw a movement, a jiggling. It 
was the trash can wobbling. Once more 
there was (he noise. and once more the 
jiggling of the trash can. Now | am torn by 
the need to run from this demonic place 
and by the need—yes, | must—to learn 
what lurks and leaps within thal can, which 
is NO ONe-pound tin but a receptacle that 
could hold aman. Back and torth | flopped 
between resolve and panic, from no-l- 
shall-run-away to stay-stay-for-l-must. | 
stayed and, stalking, crept until | had cir- 
cled and sidled that horrid can three limes, 
and heard again and again the challenge 
of its rattle. At last | had to act or die. and 
rising from a crouch, | ran full tilt toward it 
kicking it with my foot high up near the top, 
with all my strength redoubled by fear 
Over it went, rolled halt a turn, and lay still 
And from its gape there slouched and 
snarled the thinnest slice of winter | have 
ever seen. Itwas a raccoon, each one of its 
ribs visible in its flanks, its tail hairless, ig- 
noble. Slow, contemptuous. the creature 
walked from the barrel, It moved six paces, 
stopped, and then turned to glare at me 
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with loaded eyes, with lips drawn back 
from mauve gums wherefrom yellow teeth 
hung like tines of the gates of hell, As | 
watched, the raccoon tilted back its head 
and loosed from its throat a sound that | 
shall remember all of my days. A long hiss 
playing out into a pneumonic rattle. It was 
what is left of a sigh when the rue and reqret 
is exhausted. | felt the rank whiff upon my 
skin, Then, abruptly, the creature walked to 
the edge of the woods and disappeared in 
the direction of the clearing where | had not 
gladly, not reverently, thrown down the 
bones of my friend. | was once again alone. 
Barney, Barney, | should have stuck a flag 
in your heap. 

Ah, you say, and smile. Spooks and 
banshees—childish frights. An overheated 
brain undoes the solid mind. Come. come, 
you insist. Laugh with us, And | try to join. 
But even now. years later, | start from my 
bed as | hear the hissing of those hanes 
And it does not matter what you say, or if 
you think that what I've told is true. It 
matters that | have been changed by it, 


e 


Man's most exhilarating 
discovery was front-to-front 
copulation, a stunning 
innovation that ushered in 
the process of selecting a mate, 
now euphemistically 
called love, 
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that | am not the same as | was, 

Does the haughty orthopedist swagger- 
ing by, tapping his boot with a pet ulna— 
does he pretend to a courage he does not 
own? Does he retreat by night to his closet, 
quaking with fear, whilst all around his 
head the rumble of angry bones rolls and 
thunders? Or is it some fetish to which he is 
compelled, that he must see and touch 
again and again all those hard, smooth 
strokables? For who could gaze hourly 
upon the bones of man and not shudder at 
the intimations of his mortality? 

So. | have decided. Strew for me no 
gourd nor royal drinking cup. Upon the wall 
of some quiet library ensconce my skull 
Place oil and a wick in my brainpan. And 
there let me light with endless affection the 
pages of books for men to read. 

Bone is most commonly afflicled with 
that ubiquitous degeneration that is known 
as osteoarthritis. wherein the wear and tear 
of usage is expressed as the grinding 
down of the discs of cartilage that cap the 
ends of the bones like icing and that facili- 
tate the movement of the joints. As the car- 
tilage is worn thin, the joint undergoes in- 
flammation, with resultant deformity and 


limitation of motion. Live long enough, 
and you will win a measure of this ailment 
which has, more than any other, come to be 
synonymous with the decay of aging. That 
itis Most apparent in the spine and hips is 
no more than the wages we must pay for 
the sins of our foretathers. 

Of all the imprudences dared by man in 
his brazen reach for ascendancy, the most 
arrogant was his decision to stand up, to 
eschew his all-fours, and, piling his verte- 
brae one atop the other, to thrust himself 
erect upon his twos. Admittedly, there were 
prizes to be won by this recklessness. An 
apple, heretofore waggling from a branch 
just out of reach, could now be plucked 
with ease. Ledges and rocks that had 
walled him in could now be overpeered 
Prey could be seen advancing, as well as 
enemies, long betore their arrival, And 
rocks could be flung farther from the new 
height Most exhilarating was the discovery 
of front-to-front copulation, a stunning in- 
novation that ushered in the process of se- 
lection of a mate, now euphemistically 
called love. Prior to his standing up, Man, 
like the others, copulated front-lo-back, nor 
did it matter whose front, whose back. Now 
horno erectus picked and chose. This one 
had nice furry breasts, that one was gimpy 
This one was bald: that one, one-eyed 
Man having chosen and wishing to keep 
the good parts in view, difrontal copulation 
seemed but the natural sequitur. Woman, in 
her turn, was rewarded with orgasm, a 
phenomenon unknown to all other species. 
(Ask any buffalo ) 

It all seemed like such a good idea 

But it is not nice to fool with Mother Na- 
lure. This Man, who thrust himself from the 
earth, who wore the stars of heaven in his 
hair, was guilty af overweening pride. In an 
act most audacious, he had defied nothing 
less than the law of gravity. He was to pay 
dearly for such high imposture. The verte- 
brae, unused to their new columnar ar- 
rangement, slipped, buckled, and wore 
out, Next, the arches of the feet fell. The hip 
joints ground to a halt. Nor was payment 
extorted only from the skeletal system. The 
pooling of blood in the lower part of the 
body distended the fragile blood vessels 
beyond their limits. Thus blooms the fruil- 
age of hemorrhoids; thus are we varicose 
Worse still, our soft underparts have given 
way. Under the sag of our guts, we bulge 
into hernia. We turn to soft lump. 

Alas, was there no pithecanthropoid 
Jeremiah who, horrified at the vainglory of 
the young, would scramble to some lofty 
place and cry out against this swagger? 
Would cry aut to his fellow man. "Down, you 
fools. Get down, betore it is too late"? Sowe 
have come to our pretty pass. Better to 
have maintained our low profile, content to 
nose among the droppings of mastodon 
For itis swollen, bunched, sacculate, hung 
down, gibbous, hummocky, knobbed 
sagging, adroop, warped, tipped, and 
tilted such that we are made to wage life 
slouching toward our infernal copulations 
and our eternal reward. Such is the re- 
venge of Bone. C+ 
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The military-style, all-leather, quilted parka jacket with elastic waist 
($145) is from the Members Only Collection 
by Europecratt, The zippered khaki field suit (jacket, $40; 
pants, $30) by Frank Bober for Arthur Richards Sport, 
The ski goggles were design 
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The corduroy jacket features extra warmth in quilted-cotton sleeves 
and collar, and zips into a turtleneck ($60); by Scotts Grey, Ltd. 
and available at J. L. Hudson, Detroit. The leather vest is 
by Bert Paley, Ltd., division of After Six, Cotton jodhpurs with suede 
leg inserts ($95) by Rafael Fashions. Turtleneck is by 
Blades by Robert Bruce. Riding boots by Frye Boot Co. The coyote 
hunter's hat with suede top is by Lenore Marshall, Inc. 


=~ & Soft glove-leather, World War |-style trench coat ($600) by Jean-Paul 
> Germain, available at David Stephan, 
San Francisco. Zippered, rubberized-cotton jump suit ($180) 
with outer quilted-cotton bush jacket ($195), 
.) «. * , by Bill Kaiserman for Rafael Fashions. Leather 
“a ws 3 racing goggles by Baruffaldi, available at In-Focus, Ltd., N.Y. 


The hooded parka jacket of sueded lamb with zippered fly front ($225) 
by Bert Paley, Ltd., division of After Six; available at 
Neiman-Marcus, Dallas. Hooded, green-woo! turtleneck sweater by 
Arthur Richards Sport. Leather pants ($75) by Philippe Venet, 
Paris. Riding boots by Acme Boot Co. Hand-stained leather saddle 

"bag by Dante, division of Genesco. 
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4 intonation on where to buy thdimercttanaise featured see Fashion Finder on Pas 171 


@ / love to dress for bed—long stockings and garters, special makeup and care 
fully arranged hair—and seduce my man in . | like to play fantasy games. 
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Sexually, Jeri isa 
romantic with a taste 
for novelty. “The 
most romantic place 
to make love is ina 
field with soft, green 
grass and a running 
stream cool 
damp overhanging 
trees with dark 
shadows. | have 
made love ina 
bathtub (with the 
shower running 

full blast, because 
Iwas too occupied 
to reach up and turn 
it off) and on the 
balcony of an 
apartment building 
with neighbors on 
their balcony nat 
five feet away." 
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‘I'm not a crotch-watcher. 

When | look at a man 

| notice everything 

My perfect man is blond 

big, and muscular. Every- 

thing about his body is 

firm, tight, and hard. I'm 

definitely a one-man 

woman and need to be 

handled with a combination 
of love and discipline. 


ring the one-man type doesn't prevent Jeri from enjoying many lovemaking moods: 
special makeup 
duce my man into bed, | like to play fantasy game: 


dress for bed— 


kings and gar 


efully arranged hair—and then 
like sitting down alone in a bar ani 
man act like he doesn't know me and picking me up 
excitement to our relationship, That way our | 


an air of mystery and 
is constantly renewed by new situations. 


Harp and The P| 
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“Love 
something not 
many people 
know about, 
especially in 
acity like 
Los Angeles 
Someone you 
love is a per- 
son you will 
give anything 
to and do 
anything for, 
without any 
hesitation. 

I 

special high 
of the heart 
you can't get 
any other 
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Amendment to material that is both porno- 
graphic and political. 

The Supreme Court recently devised a 
new test for determining whether a publica- 
tion is legally obscene: the jury must de- 
cide (1) whether “the average person, ap- 
plying contemporary community stan- 
dards, would find that the work, taken as a 
whole, appeals to the prurient interest, . . . 
(2) whether the work depicts or describes, 
in apatently offensive way, sexual conduct, 

and (3) whether the work, taken as a 
whole, lacks serious literary, artistic, politi- 
Cal, or scientific value." The Screw convic- 
tion tests the good faith of the Supreme 
Court's assurance that if those standards 
are applied "the First Amendment values 
are adequately protected.” 

If there is one value of the First Amend- 
ment that is beyond dispute, itis the right of 
a newspaper to criticize the government. If 
the First Amendment means anything, it 
surely means that when a newspaper pub- 
lishes attacks against government officials, 
these officials may not respond by prose- 
cuting the newspaper. They may answer 
the criticisms, but they may not decide that 
the public shall not read the newspaper. 
There is certainly no marketplace of ideas 
when government officials can close down 
any shop selling ideas critical of those 
Officials. 

It seems clear that the prosecution 
against Screw and its publishers was moti- 
vated, at least in part, by the vicious dia- 
tribes against our established institutions 
and those who run them. There are now 
more than two dozen imitators of Screw's 
format and many hundreds of other period- 
icals that publish equally raw pictures. But 
Screw has been singled out for federal 
Prosecution because it sells pornography 
cum politics. Its politics are the politics of 
Promiscuous sex. It advocates an ap- 
proach to the human body—a life-style— 
totally at variance with those espoused by 
the established institutions of our society. 
Its politics, though disagreeable to most 
Americans, are no less authentic than the 
politics of vegetarianism, of gun owner- 
ship, or even of the euphemistically labeled 
“right to life" (many of whose advocates 
favor the death penalty). 

Screw, moreover, is a political news- 
Paper in the more traditional sense of that 
term: it supports and opposes political 
candidates; it editorializes on current is- 
sues; It investigates and exposes corrup- 
tion. Indeed, Screw performs one specific 
political function that no other medium at- 
tempts. It gathers information about the 
views and actions of politicians, judges, 
and other public figures in the area of sex- 
ual repression. 

Just as the Jewish Press often asks the 
Parochial question: is it good or bad for the 


Jews?—and just as the Pilot frequently asks: 


is it good or bad for the Catholic church? 
—S0, too, Screw magazine asks: is it good 
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or bad for the purveyors and consumers of 
raunch? Advocates of greater sexual free- 
dom have just as much right to cast their 
votes with parochial concerns in mind as 
do other interest groups; and in order to 
Cast their votes intelligently, they must 
know about the records and attitudes of 
Politicians on the issues that concern them. 

The language Goldstein uses in making 
his political points and in evaluating politi- 
cal candidates is always strong—often 
rancid, While other newspapers may char- 
acterize disfavored politicians as incompe- 
tent, unintelligent, or corrupt, Goldstein is 
aptto call them “assholes,” “scumbags," or 
“hard-ons.” In urging the defeat of a par- 
ticularly hypocritical district attorney, 
Goldstein recalled Spiro Agnew's putrid 
prose by urging the voters to cleanse the 
“hemorrhoids of democracy . . . out of this 
nation’s asshole.” But strong language has 
typified a certain style of American jour- 
nalism throughout our history. Name- 
calling—including some fairly vicious sex- 
ual allegations against King George !I|— 


* 


Itis not the 
job of the government 
or the courts 
to serve as 
supereditors of 
Screw magazine. 
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was Common among certain revolutionary 
elements in our population. The Boston 
Gazette called Governor Hutchinson “a 
rascal" snatched from the “dunghill,” Anda 
Tory writer retorted in kind by calling the 
Gazette “dunghill bred" and “Monday's 
Dung Barge." Another paper called on its 
readers to smear the houses of loyalists 
with “Hillsborough Paint" (a mixture of 
urine and feces that would warm the cock- 
les of Al Goldstein's heart). The New York 
Journal likened mother England to “an old 
abandoned prostitute crimsoned o’er with 
every abominable crime." This penchant 
for scatological epithets did not end with 
American independence: a leading post- 
revolutionary case involved a man who 
publicly expressed the wish “that acannon 
had lodged in the president's posterior.” 
Nor is Al Goldstein the first journalist to 
insult a justice of the Supreme Court. The 
Aurora, the nation's leading Republican 
Paper, penned the following rhyme about 
Justice Samuel Chase: “Cursed of thy 
father, / scum of all that is base; / thy sight 
is odious and/thy name is [Chase].” 
(Ironically—and relevantly—some of the 
worst abuse was reserved for postmasters 


accused of opening mail by melting the 
wax.) 

Goldstein's prose—though considerably 
less elegant—is not different in kind from 
that of some of our revered forebears: yes- 
terday's “dunghill" is today’s slightly less 
refined “asshole,” but the excretory refer- 
ent is similar. Surely this kind of name-call- 
ing is political speecn protected by the 
First Amendment. 

It is probably true that if Screw limited 
itself to printing only unillustrated editorials 
and political information, even the Nixon 
administration might not have dared to 
prosecute Goldstein. (It is noteworthy, 
however, that one count of the indictment 
specifically charged him with Publishing 
reviews of pornographic movies. The 
judge initially uphetd that charge, but then, 
after an adverse editorial appeared ina 
local newspaper, reversed himself and 
dismissed it. Under the government's 
theory of that charge, | could probably be 
indicted for publishing this article.) The 
hook on which the government has at- 
tempted to hang the Screw prosecution is 
the undisputed fact that Screw magazine 
publishes—along with its editorials, con- 
sumer tips, and advertising—very dirty pic- 
lures. Some of the photographs are 
straight hard-core porn; others are scato- 
logical. Some are prurient; others, emetic. 
Screw’s insistence on employing the media 
of scatology and pornography to drama- 
tize its political message squarely raises 
the elusive question, Where does the por- 
nography of politics end and the politics of 
pornography begin? 

The interesting legal issue can be put in 
this way: assuming that some of the pic 
tures, standing alone, are criminally ob- 
scene, but that the editorials and most of 
the other material, standing alone, are con- 
stitutionally protected, what then is the 
constitutional status of the newspaper as a 
whole, combining—as it does—constitu- 
tionally protected political speech with 
constitutionally unprotected smut? 

The Supreme Court has stated: “The 
First Amendment protects works which, 
faken as a whole, have serious literary, ar- 
tistic, political, or scientific value, regard- 
less of whether the government or a major- 
ity of the people approve of the ideas these 
works represent.” But the Court has given 
no guidelines for determining how much 
weight must be given to thé political and 
how much to the pornographic in a mixed 
Publication. 

A perusal of the indicted issues of Screw 
makes it clear that the vast majority of every 
issue consists of nonpornographic mate- 
tial. One such issue—the “strongest” one 
sexually—consists of the following: a cover 
drawing that is not even arguably obscene; 
an inside-page, hard-core closeup of a 
copulating couple; a 1,000-word editorial 
by Goldstein attacking everyone from the 
Pope, to the owner of the New York Yan- 
kees, to Pan Am Airways, to the president 
of the Teamster's Union, to Vice-President 
Rocketeller, to New York City’s Finest; a 
five-page interview with a porno-film pro- 


ducer, accompanied by several nonpor- 
nographic photos; a pictorial feature—by a 
well-known photographer—of a couple 
urinating on each other; a three-page arti- 
cle on sex for older people entitled “Twat in 
the Twilight Years’; an editorial condemna- 
tion of “porno pirates" who sell bootlegged 
prints of sex films, accompanied by a 
boycott list of some fifty-seven theaters 
throughout the country where such prints 
are run; a two-page humorous potpourri of 
prose and pictures about the lighter side of 
sex, including one hard-core photograph: 
an item called "Smut from the Past," which 
reprints—in a humorous and nostalgic 
setting—one or two antique porno stills; a 
weekly column called “Shit List,” wherein 
Goldstein castigates some unfortunate 
person or institution—this time the Chemi- 
cal Bank—in scatological language; an 
autobiographical series by a stripper, enti- 
tled “Diary of a Dirty Broad”; a photo- 
graphic collage of nonpornographic sex- 
ual sculpture; acolumn called "My Scene, 
which describes one reader's sexual 
adventures—this time a suburban house- 
wife's floral fling with a plant salesman— 
illustrated by an explicit hard-core photo; a 
book column featuring reviews of several 
porno books as well as a review of Alison 
Lurie’s best-seller The War Between the 
Tates; an absolutely tasteless editorial car- 
toon picturing President Ford attempting to 
insert his penis, which is marked “Nixon's 
Pardon,’ into the ear of John Q. Public, over 
the caption “Taking It in the Ear"; a column 
called “Dirty Diversions,” which ranks 
porno films on the “peter-meter’; a five- 
page catalog of the sexual goings-on in 
New York, describing and ranking movies, 
burlesque houses, swingers’ bars, and 
massage parlors; a weekly consumers’ 
service called ‘Mail Order Madness, 
which cautions readers about mail-order 
houses that specialize in ripping off porno 
purchasers who are too embarrassed to 
complain. The rest of the paper is devoted 
to an assortment of advertisements for 
sexual products, services, and partners 
of every conceivable variety and price 

All in all, the forty-eight-page issue 
examined contained more than 100 illustra- 
tions, not more than 10 of which are even 
arguably hard-core. Most of the rest of the 
newspaper cannot be said—by any stretch 
of the imagination or contraction of the 
Constitution—to lack First Amendment pro- 
tection. Yet a judge and jury concluded that 
this issue—"taken as a whole"—does not 
have sufficient value to warrant constitu- 
tional protection 

It would, of course, be possible to pub- 
lish Screw magazine without the handful of 
dirty pictures. Only a few of the porno shots 
are really integrated into the editorial con- 
tent of the magazine, and most of those 
could probably be softened a bit without 
losing their impact 

But the magazine is what it is, and it is 
not the job of the government or the courts 
to serve as supereditors. Moreover—and 
this is really the crux of the matter—the 
magazine would certainly lose a significant 


portion of its readership if it eliminated the 
hard-core pornography. 

The essential question, therefore, boils 
down to this: can explicit sex be used to 
increase the readership of a magazine that 
is, at least in significant part, political? 
Consider the following example. Assume 
that a small political magazine, whose 
specialty is exposing corruption in gov- 
ernment, finds its readership dwindling to 
the point of bankruptcy; it adds a photo 
section, including hard-core pictures, and 
finds that this increases not only its circula- 
tion but also its political effectiveness in 
eliminating corruption, The govern- 
ment—which is being badly damaged by 
the magazine's increasingly widely read 
revelations—seeks to ban the photo sec- 
tion, knowing full well that this would re- 
duce the political effectiveness of the 
magazine 

This scenario is not a contrived one: one 
of the most influential opposition maga- 
zines in Israel dramatically increased its 
circulation when it began to supplement 
its political rhetoric with pinups. It is a fact 
of life that sex sells magazines and that 
magazines that sell more have greater 
political influence. It cannot be doubted 
that magazines such as Penthouse. Play 
boy, Esquire, and Cosmopolitan exercise 
considerable political influence in this 
country. Nor can it be doubted that their 
circulation, and hence their influence, 
would be diminished significantly if they 
were not permitted to appeal “to the pruri- 
ent interest” of their readership 

Screw simply takes that approach one 
step farther: it hooks the readers on its 
tasteless raunch and then exposes them to 
its often equally tasteless politics, The 
issue that the courts will have to face in the 
Screw case—if they are candid—is wheth- 
er, and to what degree, explicit sex may be 
integrated into a political publication in 
order to increase its salability and, inevita- 
bly, its political impact (as well, of course, 
as its profits). The implication of a decision 
against Screw for the American publication 
industry—and for the American reading 
public—could be significant. 

It is widely assumed that the courts will 
tind some way to reverse this outrageous 
and dangerous conviction. Perhaps that, 
coupled with Goldstein's personal unpop- 
ularity, explains why the media has taken 
such slight interest in the Screw case. But 
lest anyone become too sanguine, it need 
only be recalled that Ralph Ginzburg did 
go to jail because he published Eros— 
which is indeed a work of art compared 
with much of today’s fare—and (hat it was 
the liberal Warren Court which slammed his 
cell door shut. 

A\ Goldstein should not be imprisoned 
for using filthy words and pictures to sell his 
tasteless magazine to willing buyers. If he 
deserves to have his mouth washed out 
with soap, then surely the federal postal 
inspectors deserve to have their hands 
slapped. | was brought up to believe that in 
America reading other people's mail is 
worse than telling dirty jokes. O+—7_ 
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HITTER 


CHICKS 


They're nymphets on the make, with libidos hung out for all to see. 
They'll hump you in the hallways 
or ball you in backseats. And they won't take no for an answer. 


| first learned of the phenomenon to which 
I'm going to alert you in a restaurant called 
Boccaccio in Hicksville, Long Island, 
widely reputed among the cognoscenti to 
be the best Italian restaurant in the United 
States. | was sitting with Vincenzo, sam- 
pling spaghettini in a fresh-basil pesto, 
when lan Firth, the rock-music publicist, 
came over. 

“No,” | said. 

“| haven't even said a word, and already 
you're saying no,” he said. 

“lan, precious, you're always trying to 
get me to interview one of your dumb-cluck 
rock-band clients. This time I’m passing in 
advance. | was trying to save you the trou- 
ble of asking.” 

"This isn’t just another band, though. 
This is Pigfoot. It's a band from Miami 
whose members are girls, ages fourteen to 
seventeen. And | didn't come over to ask if 
you'd like to interview them. | came to de- 
liver a message from Connie, Bonnie, Lon- 
nie, and Ronnie: they'd like to fuck you.” 

| nearly woopsed my spaghettini. 
“They'd like to who?” 

“Ball you.” said lan, “But not now. Not 
here. | brought them here because | fig- 
ured the place was classy enough so 


maybe they wouldn't start throwing food for 
a change. You can wait till you finish your 
lunch and come over to the motel.” 

| looked across the restaurant. Right be- 
tween two tables of lunching businessmen 
were four teenage girls with long blonde 
hair, wearing boys’ white athletic under- 
shirts, passing a bottle of Bolla Valpolicella, 
and wiping their mouths with their hands 
afterward as if it had been a gallon of 
Boone's Apple Farm. When they noticed 
me, they opened their eyes wide and 
started flicking their tongues in and out be- 
tween their lips. | turned back to lan. 

“You represent that?” | said 

“| manage that,” he sighed. 

“My sincere condolences,” | said. 

“Look, if you'll come over to the motel 
and interview them, | promise to convince 
them not to tell anyone you balled them.” 

“lan, poopsie, | have no intention of ball- 
ing four chicklets from Miami whose names 
rhyme.” 

“| didn't think you would,” he said. “But 
unless you interview them and get it into 
Penthouse, they threaten to tell everyone 
you did. That's a favorite hitter technique.” 

“A favorite what?” 

“Hitter technique. Interview them, and 


BY CRAIGS. KARPEL 


huhu 


al 


they'll tell you all about it. Don't, and they'll 
tell everyone else.” 

“But, Jan, this is blackmail.” 

“How do you think they got me to handle 
them? | tried to call their bluff, but | finally 
felented and drove after them with the 
management contract. | caught up with 
them in front of my parents’ house just as 
they were carrying the Sony in to show my 
mom a videotape of me and them playing 
strip backgammon that makes Deep 
Throat look like Mary Poppins.” 

| was beginning to get interested in this 
crew of juvenile delinquents. There was 
also the fact that | wanted to spare my 
parents any unnecessary video viewing. 
So | followed lan back to the Holiday Inn 
and interviewed the members of Pigfoot. 

“Where'd you get your name?” | asked. 

“From an old Bessie Smith tune called 
‘Gimme a Pigfoot,'” said Lonnie, who had 
boobs like a rear view of two Siamese-twin 
guinea pigs with shaved buns, "It's about 
how she wants to get screwed, blued, and 
tattooed. Bessie Smith was on the Ten- 
Best-Fucked List of her generation. We re- 
late to her because we're on the Ten- 
Most-Fucked List of our generation. We 
had other ideas for a name, but the lawyers 
said the record-store owners would be ar- 
rested for selling our album.” 

"What's the idea behind your band?” | 
asked. 

“We're trying to get through to hitters 
everywhere with our message, which is in 
the title of our first album,” said Connie, 
whose nipples stuck through her under- 
shirt like a pair of tire valves. ‘Four Fs." 

“Four Fs?'" 

“Yeah, you know. ‘Find ‘em, feel ‘em, fuck 
‘em, and forget ‘em.’ That's what guys used 
to say? Well, that’s what we say now. It's the 
title song of the album.” 

The four girls sang in harmony: 


You got to find ‘em 
Before they find you. 
You got to feel ‘em 
Before they fee! you. 
You got to unh unh 
Before they do you 
And then forget ‘em 
Before they do you.” 


‘What's a hitter?" | asked 

“You don't know?" they cackled. 

“Where have you been?" said Ronnie, 
who had taken her satin track shorts off and 
was shaving her mons veneris with a 
straight razor. Fletcher's Ice Island T-3 in 
the Arctic Ocean, jerking off over an old 
National Geographic? Hitters are teenage 
females who are tired of waiting to be 
asked. The current crop of boys our age is 
a bunch of wall-ballers, pimple-poppers, 
and high-school projectionists. Used to be 
a girl had to fight the boys off. Brassieres 
and girdles were like soft-core chastity 
belts. You needed a second line of defense 
after your date got your blouse open. Now 
we walk around without any underwear, 
with our boobs hanging out of halter tops 
Copyngnt © 1976 Hambone Music Ltd. BMI All rights re- 
Served Used without permission 
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and our butts hanging out of cutoff jeans, 
but all those zit-pickers are too busy beat- 
ing their meat and racing dirt bikes to touch 
us. So we hitters are taking the situation into 
our own hands by becoming what you 
might call sexually aggressive.” 

“Machisma!” chimed Bonnie, Lonnie, 
and Connie. 

“God bless you,” | said. 

“Machisma is like the opposite of 
machismo,” said Bonnie. “Hitters do every- 
thing boys used to do and should be doing 
now.” 

“And we don't take no for an answer,” 
said Lonnie. “If | say, 'Wanna fuck?’ and 
some dork says no, I'll reach in his pants 
and hang on till he says yes. Hitters always 
carry a box of condoms around in their 
pocketbooks. and do you know we have to 
show alot of these idiots how touse them?” 

“| was going through this one hitter's 
purse,” said Connie, “and she only had 
one Trojan, ‘What are you, | said, ‘some 
kind of a pessimist?” 


° 
If | say, “Wanna fuck?” 
and some dork says no, I'll 
reach in his pants 
and hang on till he says 


yes. That's a favorite 
hitter technique. 


be 


“Don't they use The Pill?" | asked. 

‘Well, personally, | don't, because | get 
bloated, buta lot of hitters who do use ituse 
condoms, too. When a girl hits on a boy and 
they get in the backseat of her car and she 
whips out a scumbag, it has a powerful 
psychological effect on the guy.” 

“lll give you an example,” said Connie. 
“The other night | was cruising the hallways 
of the International Motel in L.A.. where all 
the bands stay, and there's this really cute 
Tex-Mex bellboy, about eighteen. So | say 
to him, ‘Are there any empty rooms on this 
floor?’ And he says, “You'll have to ask at the 
desk, miss!’ So | say, ‘Hey, Pancho, do | 
have to ask at the desk whether | can give 
you a blowjob?’ Well. he starts to stutter 
something about how he thinks they need 
him in the lobby, and he turns around and 
starts to walk away. So | run around in front 
of him, drop to my knees, and unzip his 
fly. ‘Not here!’ he hisses. ‘Not here?’ | yell. 
Where the hell is it—attached to your ass? 
You don't know whether you're coming or 
going!’ He says, ‘| mean, not in the hallway 
‘Fine,’ | say. 'So let's do it in a room. You 
have a passkey, right, or don’t they trust 
you?’ ‘Sure they trust me, ne says. “So 
open a room up,’ | say 


“He fumbles in his pocket and pulls out a 
key and opens 906. | waltz in and turn on 
the color TV—first thing you should do 
whenever you walk into a motel room is turn 
on the TV. ‘Let's get a good look at you,’ | 
say, as | shove him onto the bed and pull off 
his clothes. He's built like the Turk in those 
Camel-filters ads. | start chomping on his 
popsicle and diddling myself while Jonnny 
Carson talks on the tube 

Hey,’ he says, ‘At least pay attention to 
me while you do it.’ 

“What are you, more interesting than 
Johnny Carson interviewing Florence 
Henderson?’ | say. ‘I'm giving you an unso- 
licited cock cleaning. What more do you 
want? Next thing you're going to come in 
my mouth—and if you do, Pedro, | swear 
you're gonna get an eyeful of hot goo. 

“You know what | did when we were 
through?” 

“I can't imagine,” | said. 

‘| tipped him, He was a bellboy, after all. 
He ended up coming in the palm of his 
hand, | took out fifty cents and said, ‘Here's 
something for your other hand.’ | love that 
hotel. The night clerk is cute, too. ‘I can't,’ 
he says to me. ‘If I'm away from the desk 
longer than it would take me to go to the 
bathroom, | could lose my job!’ So | say, ‘Ifit 
took you longer than that to ring my bell, I'd 
make sure you lost your job. | asked you it 
you wanted to ball; | didn’t say anything 
about going steady,’” 

Since my colloquy with Pigfoot, I've 
come across numerous males who are still 
recovering from brief encounters with hitter 
chicks, For instance, there's Tony, whom | 
met at a party in San Francisco. Tony was 
an English teacher who got hit at Bel Air 
High School in Los Angeles, a hitter 
stronghold that is said to make steamy Hol- 
lywood High look as dangerous as a con- 
vent of Marian Sisters. 

"The first day | was at Bel Air another 
teacher tried to warn me,” said Tony. "‘You 
must be the new English man,’ the guy 
said. 

“That's me,’ | said. 

“You know what happened to the old 
English man?’ he said 

“Can't say | do,’ | said 

“Neither can we,’ he said with a smirk 

“Pardon me?’ | said. 

Listen,’ he said. ‘Do yourself a favor, 
Watch out for the hitters.’ 

"The who?’ | couldn't imagine what he 
was talking about 

“Hitter chicks, School's full of them. If 
you want to survive here, you've got to 
make believe you don't have a cock. Think 
of yourself as a eunuch. No balls till after 
3:30. But | have a feeling you're fucked 
anyway. Hello and good-bye, pal.’’ 

Tony didn't have to wait long for his first 
encounter with a Bel Air hitter. The next day, 
all through the third period as he lectured to 
sophomores about Herman Melville, he 
noticed that one of the girls in the class was 
staring at him. Her name was Nicole, alias 
“Nicky.” She was wearing a purple tank 
top, which had shrunk about two sizes and 
left her midriff bare above her jeans. Her 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 174 
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Style, comfort, and 
an obsession with safety are the 
hallmarks of the new 
Saab 99 EMS. 


SWEDISH MODERN 


BY FRED MACKERODT 


The Saab 99 EMS brings to American drivers some special 
advantages dictated by its Swedish origins. And to understand 
this automobile’s unique qualities, you've got to know some- 
thing about Sweden. 

Swedish roads are terrible. Saabs are built to stand up to the 
figors of Sweden's road system. They're built with plenty of 
ground clearance (nearly seven inches in the EMS) so that they 
can get over the bumps. They have to be more durable overall 
than cars from other countries where the driving is easier. While 
itis true that Swedes are generally affluent, they wouldn't put up 
with having to buy new cars every three winters. And speaking 
of Swedish winters 

Swedish roads are heavily salted. Driving on Swedish roads 
Is like driving on a pretzel. Hence Swedish cars also have to be 
more corrosion-resistant than cars from more tropical climes. 
So don't expect your Saab to rust at a rate much greater than 
that at which the pyramids erode 

It snows a lot in Sweden. Swedish roads are usually snow- 
covered, ice-covered, or just generally wet and slick, All in all 
they're probably the most slippery roads in the world. Saabs 
have front-wheel drive, the acknowledged traction winner 
When other cars will remain stuck, the Saab's front-wheel drive 
will usually pull it through 

Swedes are big people. A car interior that would be suitably 
Proportioned for the Japanese or the Italians would be a sar- 
dine can for most Swedes. The Saab is designed to accommo- 

2 date five big Swedes in 
comfort 
Swedes are used to qual- 
ity. Swedish people have 
been design- and quality- 
conscious for a long time. 
You can't sell junk in Swe- 
den. Saabs have a techno- 
logical quality that is practi- . 
cally without equal in any < 
other country in the world 
Swedish women are 
good-looking. The Saabis a 
good-looking car, but its 
beauty, like that of the 
Swedish ladies, is not frag- 
ile but healthy and strong 
The Swedish society is 
paternalistic. Swedes are 
protected and kept healthy 
from the cradle to the 
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grave. Saabs, appropriately, are probably the most safety-ori- 
ented cars in the world 

Generally speaking, the cars made by Saab are quite differ- 
ent from your average automobile. And the EMS version is a 
singularly different kind of Saab. First of all, it has bigger radi- 
als—175/70HRx15 Pirelli CN36 radial tires versus the 16- 
5SRx15 radials on other Saabs. While tire making is a black art 
and choosing tires usually a catch-as-catch-can affair, the 
Pirelli CN36 rubber has about the best reputation of all radials 
made. 

The EMS has stiffer suspension than the other Saabs and 
also mounts gas-filled Bilstein shocks. This combination is 
delightful on the road and is just the thing for effortless high- 
speed touring, but driving over the potholes of New York City 
streets can be a jarring experience. Then again, no car is made 
for New York City streets. 

For quicker response, the steering on the EMS has been 
reduced from 4.1 turns lock-to-lock to 3.43 turns; and a small, 
leather-covered steering wheel, which feels like a pregnant 
Sausage and looks as if it were lifted from a race car, controls 
the action. The combination of the small wheel, quicker steer- 
ing, bigger tires, and all that weight on the front axle does not 
make for easy parking. However, the feel is rock solid at real 
speed, and for most enthusiast owners that's the name of the 
game. 

If you can tell a lot about a car from the people who build it 
you can also tell a lot from 
the people who buy it. Saab 
buyers are not, traditionally, 
impulse buyers. Where 
buyers of other cars will be 
more concerned with col- 
ors and trim options, pro- 
spective Saab buyers usu- 
ally enter the showroom 
armed with the facts, They 
are technically oriented (a 
lot of them are pilots), and 
they know what they're talk- 
ing about when it comes to 
mechanics and automotive 
engineering, In this sense, 
the Saab buyer is not an 
“easy sell." But owner loy- 
alty runs very high. While 
“Once a Saab owner, al- 


ways a Saab owner,” might 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 178 
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THE RELUCTANT ECDYSIAST 
Her life was her art, and her art 
was their strife. She enjoyed stripping before the customers, 
but with her boyfriend it 
was an entirely different affair. 


161 


@Sharon’s orgasms on stage were for me. 
Hell! They were with me, 
even though | was sitting across 
the bar with a lot of other men.® 


ILL’S STORY: This business with Sha- 
ron is ridiculous, because | get the feeling that she thinks | 
don't respect her | used to think that she had more guts than 
any other woman I'd ever met. | know that I'm not the easiest 
guy to get along with, because there are special things | like 
and a lot of women have freaked out when | got into the heavy 
stuff. But the way | see it, Sharon of all people should be able 
to understand me. 

It seems like I've always had this thing about girls. | know 
you're supposed to say “women” these days; but when |. 
started out, they were really little girls and | was a kid, It was 
my sister who put me up to it. She got me into the whole thing. | 
was about eight at the time, and she was nine, and our 
parents went out quite a bit and left us with various sitters 

We really liked one of them—her name was Lynne—be- 
cause all she did was sit around and smoke grass and she 
didn’t care what we did. She had a boyfriend who sometimes 
came to see her, and | guess that Sis must have seen them 
necking once, and she told me about it. From then on, she and 
| would both spy on Lynne and her boyfriend whenever we got 
a chance, hoping to see something good 

Usually they would just fool around on the sofa, but one 
night they really got down tot. Sis and | were lying on the floor, 
peeking through the curtains on the French doors that sepa- 
rated the living room from the dining room. We had an incred- 
ible view of the baby-sitter’s pussy once her boyfriend got her 
slacks down. | had the most incredible hard-on, and | could 
tell from my sister's breathing that she was pretty hot, too It 
wasn't a question of touching my sister, though; she didn’t go 
for that, but she seemed to want company while she got off 
So she and | both masturbated while Lynne was getting it on 
the sofa. | remember how fascinated | was with the sight of the 
sitter's silky-blonde cunt hair. 

Recause we were at an angle to Lynne and her boyfriend, it 
was actually possible to see everything she had First, he kind 
of spread her legs wide, so wide that one of them was up and 
over the top of the low-backed sofa. He was looking in there 


Penthouse presents another in its series of interviews uncovering the most 
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too. like he was going to dive into her juicy little pussy or 
something. He went down on her first, and Lynne went wild, 
her legs flailing about, and her kind-of-stifled screams were 
Teal squeaky and high. | guess she was worried about waking 
up my sister and me, but believe me. we weren't sleeping: 

| was jerking off, of course, in a cramped position down on 
the floor. and from the way Sis's whole body was shaking 
beside me, | figured that shewas, too. | couldn't see her very 
well because we were in pitch-blackness in the dining room 

Then the boy took out his enormous-looking. beet-red cock, 
and Lynne kept saying, “Oh yes, oh yes, yes.” while he was 
trying to fit it in. It looked like a tight squeeze. and for a few 
seconds | was worried that it wasn't going to get.in. But the 
guy gave a thrust with his hips, pulled Lynne’s little ass up 
toward him, and sank it in up to the hilt. 

It sure must have felt good, judging from the sounds that 
both of them made, and | was so turned on that | came right 
then and there. Sis was whimpering beside me, and her 
moving arm brushed against mine, and she felt hot and moist. 

It was without a doubt the most 
intense. most exciting moment of my 
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account, and | showed him around Forty-second Street and 
took him to a few of the burlesque shows that are still in 
Manhattan. | was practically running out of ideas and getting 
bored with the tired-and-beat-looking women this client 
seemed to enjoy, when | thought of taking him out to Long 
Island. It was a long drive, but comfortable enough in my 
Jaguar. Frankly, | was a bit annoyed at the prospect of sitting 
through yet another dreadful show of gross female nudity, but 
I'd psyched myself up enough to appear interested. 

| found a tacky club outside of Massapequa. It was pitch 
black when we walked in except for the spotlight illuminating 
the girl who was dancing behind the bar. My client and | 
ordered drinks at the bar, and | was wondering if | ought to call 
my girl friend, Pat, and have her wait for me at my apartment 
until | got back. Suddenly, the tinny orchestra started playing 
a vague version of Swan Lake, of all things, and the most 
beautiful young girl | have ever seen came out, wearing 
something like a ballet outfit complete with feathers. 

Sharon (as | later learned her name was) danced gracefully 
for a few seconds, completely 


life. With variations Lynne and her 
boylriend repeated the same scene 
a few times at our place, because 
they probably thought that it was the 
best place for fucking. She couldn't 
have been much more than fifteen at 
the time, now that | look back at the 
whole thing. 

Later on, as Sis and | got older, | 
got a chance to watch her with her 
boyfriends. At first, she didn’t know 
that | was watching, but she must 
have remembered about our child- 
hood adventures one day, and she 
brought the subject up. | told her that 
| watched her making out whenever | 
could, and she really didn't seem to 
mind too much. 

All that ended when she went 
away to college. and the next year | 
went to a big rah-rah school in Mas- 
sachusetts. | had a vast collection of 
films, dirty films by that time, espe- 
cially scenes where women dis- 
played themselves naked before just about anybody who 
happened to be around. | had lots of peephole stuff, too. 
Naturally, | was pretty popular with the guys. As for the girls, 
well, a couple of them were pretty far out and would go along 
with the kind of games | liked. But what | wanted was some- 
body who would really want to give me the kind of charge | 
needed, somebody who would enjoy my getting off on her. | 
didn't want it to be a favor if | asked a girl to masturbate for me; 
| wanted someone who could initiate the action, who could in 
fact show me a thing or two. 

By the time when I'd graduated from college, I'd gotten so 
that | wanted more and more in terms of sexual performance 
from the girls | knew. Sometimes | had to Pay, which kind of 
ticked me off, but every now and then it was worth it. 

I'd spent a year with the company I'd taken over after Dad 
had left off. One night | had a business client in from the 
Orient, and the only thing he had on his mind was sex. But 
instead of the beautiful call girls from the Upper East Side— 
Sutton Place and the like—he wanted sleaze. That wasn't 
exactly my speed, but in my business it's anything for an 
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| was certain Sharon 
was really coming onstage. The 
way her skin twitched, 
with her breasts heaving and 


like a real climax to me. 
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clothed. and | was mesmerized by 
the sight of her obviously natural- 
blonde hair and by the look of fresh- 
ness about her face, not to mention 
that body. She had large, absolutely 
perfect breasts—a. 36C cup, | sur~ 
mised correctly right then—and 
when she got to taking that feathery 
stuff off, | could see that she had 
nipples the size of quarters, the nice 
taut kind that protrude saucily. 

| didn’t know how far the girls went 
in that place, but the size of my erec- 
tion and the way my cock was throb- 
bing were telling me that | wanted it 
to be as far as possible. Luck was 
with me, because Sharon took it all 
off that night. What was more, her 
dance got pretty wild in the middle, 
with the orchestra doing some pretty 
wild improvising on the Swan Lake 
theme. Sharon had the tiniest waist 
I'd ever seen and a sweet thatch of 
Pussy hair that | desperately wanted 
to touch—especially since she start- 
ed spreading her legs and slipping her own hands down over 
her cunt, spreading the lips of her pussy so that | could see 
the coral inner lips inside. 

She bent her head back. and | could swear that she was 
diddling herself with her fingers, and the music seemed to be 
going into crescendos. She was supposed to be having an 
orgasm, and from the sight of her, the way her skin was 
twitching and her breasts heaving and swaying, | was certain 
that she was really coming onstage. 

By the time she'd finished her act, | knew that | had to meet 
this girl. | knew that | had to have her and soon. | didn't have 
any idea how long it would be before I'd actually be able to 
sleep with her. | rushed my client out and pulled a fake sick 
act, speeding him back to Manhattan in record time. Then | 
headed back to the theater. It was still early, and | knew that 
Sharon would probably be making another appearance be- 
fore the night was out, | felt like a fucking fool, but | still had a 
raging hard-on, and | had to find out if | could do something 
about it that night. 

| was just in time. Sharon had been on for a few minutes 


. it looked 


when | elbowed my way back to the bar. We made eye 
contact. and | realized that she was at least aware of my 
presence among the other heavy breathers. And this time | 
got the impression that she was dancing just for me. When 
she got to that big ending and started rubbing at her exposed 
pussy, | could feel chills going up and down my spine and my 
cock just gave up and exploded. That hadn't happened to me 
in a long time, not since the good old days with Sis, and | 
couldn't help being impressed. 

| sent a note backstage. | told her that I'd take her to dinner 
and, to simplify matters, that I'd be waiting at the next corner in 
the Jaguar. She came—like | figured she would—but that was 
about the only thing that happened the way | had expected. 
She didn't seem overly impressed by my car, my credit cards, 
the way | thought she might be, for one thing; and she was a 
hell of a lot classier without the sordid background of the club. 
There was no question of sleeping with her that night or of 
getting anything else to happen, for that matter. It didn’t take 
me long to realize that Sharon was for real. She really meant it 
when she said no. 


her as much as | did. Her pussy tasted like sand and sea, 
and for a long time | thought that we'd finally made it. | thought 
that she knew and was grooving on it like | was. But she was 
really asleep. She was furious when she awoke 

Back in New York | started right away back with Pat and a 
few other call girls. Sure. Sharon and | screwed—especially at 
first. But after the night she flirted with me and Don, I'll be 
damned if she didn't act as if we'd raped her, Well, that was 
enough for me. | need more than that. Sharon does, too. 

At first she wouldn't admit it. Believe me. it was difficult 
cutting through all her hangups about sex. You have to re- 
member that Sharon had only had sex once before she met 
me! Now that's a girl with hangups. 


SHARON'S STORY: 

It seems funny that | should be talking about all this, because 

I've always had this thing about not discussing details of my 

Private life with anyone. I've always been a loner, | guess, in 

that respect; and even when | read things in the magazines 
about people, like movie stars. | feel 


We went out quite a lot. Several 
times a week turned into every night 
before either one of us knew it. The 
more | got to know Sharon, the more | 
liked her. It happened gradually. 

And the crazy thing was that our 
sex took place every night without 
my ever touching her. | would go 
watch her perform and be more 
stimulated than | had been with Pat 
or anyone else, for that matter. 

| felt like a little kid every night be- 
fore | went into the place. It was the 
most amazing experience, and | 
knew that it was like that for Sharon, 
too, while she was doing her act. Her 
orgasms were for me; hell, they were 
with me, even though | was sitting 
across the bar. 

About a month later Sharon moved 
in with me. Anyway, | couldn't wait, 
and | guess she couldn't either. 
She'd told me she was practically a 
virgin, and | don't know if | really be- 


Don was there watching 
us screw on the floor. He had 
this funny smirk on 
his face. It was the same 
look that men had when 
| used to strip for them. 


like 1 shouldn't be knowing such 
things. No one should know. But | 
would do anything to help straighten 
out things between Bill and me. For 
the first time | don't care about talking 
about us, about me, as long as it will 
help our relationship. That's how 
much | want it to work. 

One of the reasons I've learned to 
just keep to myself is the business 
I'm in. When you're a stripper, or an 
“ecdysiast,” as | prefer to call the job, 
well, just about all those people who. 
aren't in the business (and a lot who 
are) are likely to get you wrong. Even 
now it makes me angry that people 
would think that I'm free with my 
body, that | sleep around, just be- 
cause | show my body onstage. 

| guess | was about fifteen when | 
had my first orgasm—which was 
pretty late, according to what some 
of the girls have told me. Oh, | would 
always feel pretty excited, especially 
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lieved her until | got into that snug 
cunt of hers. And that | did almost the moment we closed the 
door of the room. It was incredible, to say the very least. |, for 
one, was glad !'d waited, silly as that sounds. But then this 
wasn't any ordinary relationship; both Sharon and | were 
special people. And at that point | still felt that we were 
somehow destined for each other. 

Feeling Sharon's resilient breasts beneath my chest while | 
filled her tight, wet pussy again and again with my cock was 
something next to heaven. We didn’t leave my apartment for 
two days. 

A few months later | took her on a vacation with me to 
Saint-Tropez. | figured it would be quite a treat for Sharon to let 
it all hang out on the beaches in southern France. But | 
couldn't get her even to take off her top at the beach. She was 
practically the only woman around with her breasts covered. 
Hell, | was so proud of Sharon's beauty that! wanted the world 
to see it. But she absolutely refused, no matter how | pleaded. 

That day | made love to her on the beach. Well, | just 
couldn't control myself anymore. She was lying there looking 
so luscious, and | could see every man who saw her wanted 


/ 
ee Pee aa 


es 


at night, thinking about some dream 
lover who would never touch me until we had been married. | 
was always pretty vague about what would happen after that, 
but | knew that it would be wonderful. | was wearing tight jeans 
to school in those days, so tight that the crotch fit right up into 
my pussy, and it always made me feel a little nervous and on 
edge when I'd walk down the hall and the boys would look at 
me and carry on. 

One day | was walking down the hall between classes, and 
this one boy was standing there looking, and | could feel the 
fabric of my jeans rubbing against my clitoris, and | was 
getting wet down there. | hurried down the hall because he 
was talking dirty to me, talking about spreading my legs, 
something about how my legs would feel wrapped around his 
neck, It was awful, but at the same time, well, | went into the 
girls’ room and leaned against the wall of the toilet booth. | 
stuck my finger down between my legs and rubbed just the 
tiniest bit while | held my thighs as tightly together as | could. 
Without even taking off my jeans, | had an incredible orgasm 
that seemed to go on and on. | was terrified, but at the same 
time | knew that | wouldn't be able to live without feeling that 
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sensation again. After that, | did it sometimes two or three 
times a week at school. It was my secret, since | didn't have 
many friends, and studying didn't interest me at all 

After high school | was supposed to go to a business 
college to learn how to be a secretary. but | didn’t have 
enough money for that. | was still a virgin when | left home to 
live with Linda, a girl who had been in my graduating class at 
school. She was the one who turned me on to stripping. She 
got me a job at the topless bar on Long Island where she 
worked. Once | realized that no one was actually going to 
touch me, | didn't mind doing the dances. And the music was 
fun. It got so that | really enjoyed myself, and | got better and 
better in my performance. 

In the club we'd dance right on a little platform over the bar, 
and the guys were real close. But there were plenty of bounc- 
ers around to make sure that the audience never got out of 
hand. Even knowing the dirty things going on in their minds 
didn't bother me after a while. In a way it was perfect, having 
men admire my body without having to let them do anything to 
me. It made me feel desired and 
Possessed but still clean. 

Sure, | felt a little lonely and frus- 
trated sometimes, because satisfy- 
ing myself in bed at night or in the 
morning was not as fulfilling as it 
used to be. Then Vince, the manag- 
er, had me do this special dance for 
the show, and we went topless and 
bottomless. | had to pretend | was 
having a climax onstage. Well, on a 
really good night, | didn’t have to fake 
it. There comes this point where | 
throw my head back after I've taken 
the second pasty off, and my hands 
go down between my legs. Just slip- 
ping my little finger up into my vagina 
would touch it off. Sometimes it was 
fantastic. I'd be off in another world. 

That was the act | was doing when 
Bill came into the club. | still feel 
Quilty about not being a virgin when | 
met Bill, even though he says that it 
doesn't matter. | told him how it hap- 
pened. I've always tried to tell Bill 
everything about me. It was this guy 
that Linda introduced me to. He was a friend of one of her 
boyfriends. Linda probably thought that she was smart leav- 
ing us alone in the apartment. She was always trying to fix me 
up with somebody. He'd brought a bottle of something, gin, | 
think, and he kept making us drinks. | was drunk all right, but 
that's still not any excuse. He got me to do a little private 
dance just for him. | did it, down to the strip. | was having a 
ggod time, turning myself on, lost in a fantasy world some- 
where. But he had his clothes off before | knew it, and the next 
thing | knew he was holding onto me and dancing with me, 
tubbing his cock up against the split of my pussy through my 
panties, 

It felt good, but | was scared and started pushing him away. 
He was holding onto my nipples, squeezing my breasts as he 
forced me down onto the floor, and he pulled my panties 
down and started pushing his hardness up into me. He came 
right away, deep inside me, and | just felt this burning wet 
sensation. 

| just lay there, kind of stunned. It had all happened so fast, 
and he was muttering about how tight | was. but | guess it was 


156 PENTHOUSE 


beyond his imagination to think that I'd never been with aman 
before. | found the whole experience pretty disappointing 

It wasn't long after that that | met Bill. And the way we met 
was a lot like the fantasies | used to have about meeting the 
man | would later marry. He was sitting there at the bar one 
night with a friend. and | came out for the first set | noticed him 
fight away, because he was so clean-cut and handsome, 
different from the other types at the place. The music was 
good, and | was dancing well. My breasts were a little heavier 
than usual because | was expecting my period; and when | 
shook them, they felt warm and good. Bill never took his eyes 
off me, and | remember thinking how sweet he looked with a 
feally butch. dark creweut and dark, kind of piercing eyes. 
Then he and the guy with him left, But when | came out for the 
second set, there he was again. this time alone. He sent anote 
backstage to me by one of the waitresses, who later told me 
that he had given her ten dollars to make sure | got it. | knew 
right away that it wasn't another creep wanting to make it with 
me. It was different. Already, before | even knew Bill, my head 
was spinning with ideas about him. 

I'm not saying that Bill didn't try to 
make me. But | set him straight right 
from the beginning, and he was a 
real gentleman. We were going out 
together almost a month before he 
proposed that | live with him, and | 
knew that | had been right about not 
sleeping with him, even though | 
wanted him. He kept on coming to 
see me every night. And when | did 
my special dance, well, we both 
knew that it was real. The whole thing 
was incredibly exciting. 

Since | had never traveled, Bill 
took me to Europe, And | guess that's 
where the first trouble started—when 
he wanted me to take off my top at 
the beach. | wasn't able to explain 
that somehow | couldn't do it when 
we were together like that. | mean, it 
was totally different being wilh Bill on 
the beach in the south of France and 
being a performer onstage. We ar- 
gued about it. and he kept saying 
how silly my attitude was. Also it 
made me uneasy when Bill's bedroom passions started 
creeping out of the bedroom to anyplace we happened to be. 
At first it seemed complimentary. You know, | wanted him to 
desire me, to find me beautiful 

One afternoon, shortly before we returned to New York, we 
went to the beach the way we usually did every day. | must 
have fallen asleep under the umbrella, and | don't know how, 
but Bill must have undone the little strings on the side of 
the bottom part of my bikini. | thought that | was dreaming. | 
seemed to be in the water, and an incredible fish was putting 
its lips right up to my pussy and was sucking gently and 
moving its mouth wetly up and down the slit between my legs. 
| was on the verge of orgasm, because it kept flicking at my 
Clitoris as it moved up and then made a funny sideways 
motion as it moved down. The orgasm came slowly, but it was 
getting so strong that it woke me up, and | remembered where 
we were. | looked down, and there was Bill's head between 
my legs. His face was wet and glistening, and he was groan- 
ing softly into my cunt. | could see that he was lying stretched 
out on the sand so that his cock was rubbing down into it as he 


moved up into me. The umbrella was tilted slightly to the side, 
and a bit farther down the beach, only a few feet away, a man 
was watching us, and behind him, a teenage couple were 
necking while they enjoyed the spectacle we were making 

However worked up Bill's sucking had made me, | was still 
mortified by the way he'd chosen to do it in thal public place. | 
jumped up and ran back to the hotel. | didn't speak to Bill for 
two days, and | had no intention of letting him touch me. 

Well, we flew back to New York a few days later, and we 
made up during the time we were moving into the new apart- 
ment on Central Park South that Bill had bought for us. 

One night he brought one of his clients home to dinner. | 
was wearing a light green silk shantung dress, which moided 
every inch of my figure. | knew that he loved to see me in this 
dress, which was made out of material he'd brought back 
from Indochina during a business trip there. | felt particularly 
beautiful, and my one hope was that Bill and | would make 
love after his client had left. 

The three of us were having after-dinner drinks in front of the 
fireplace, and | thought my strategy 
was working because Bill was sitting 
really close to me on the sofa. I'd also 
caught that certain look in his eye 
more than once that night. His cli- 
ent's name was Don, and | could tell 
that Don liked my looks, something 
that | thought was working in my 
favor with Bill. | thought that he might 
just be the slightest bit jealous; so | 
turned on all my charm with both of 
them. | really went for broke. 

At one point Don got up to get 
more ice for drinks. While he was out 
of the room, Bill kissed my neck and 
his hand went up under my skirt. He 
Started tickling at my pussy and final- 
ly inserted one finger into the band of 
my panties and wormed it up into my 
vagina, Bill and | hadn't made love 
for so long that | felt myself melting 
then and there. He started pinch- 
ing my nipples with his other hand 
through the material of my dress, 
making them stand up like hard, little 
pebbles, and at the same time he 
was tugging downward on my panties. All| wanted was tolet it 
all happen, to feel him deep inside me. | didn't even notice 
when Don came back into the room. Then | must have heard a 
noise or something, and | remembered that Bill and | weren't 
alone. 

| turned my head a bit and saw that Don was there watching 
us, just looking at us with this funny smirk on his face. | 
recognized it immediately as the same look the men at the 
club had when | used to strip in front of them. | felt as though 
my whole life depended on what happened next. | guess | 
thought that it did, because | knew that Bill wanted this to take 
place. So | let myself go. Bill took off all my clothes right there 
on the sofa and took me. He was passionate and intense, 
every muscle taut, and even his penis seemed harder than it 
had ever been before. | was dreadfully ashamed, but at the 
same time | started coming almost the first second that he was 
surging up inside of me. 

Afterward | just lay there exhausted until Bill lifted himself up 
off of me, leaving me naked and exposed on the couch. | 
knew that Don would be waiting, and so he was, with his 


clothes off, too, and | saw Bill nodding his head, signaling to 
me that this was what he expected of me. | felt myself being 
lifted in the air, but | felt limp as a rag doll. Don sat me on his 
lap and then lifted me up so that he could thrust his cock up 
into my spread pussy. Over and over he forced me up and 
down on him until | could feel him spending himself. And | 
knew that his cock was where Bill's had just been. 

After that episode | couldn't speak to Bill for days. Naturally, 
| was upset at him for letting this happen to me When! cooled 
off, though, | realized that I'd genuinely enjoyed.the experi- 
ence—the exhibitionistic aspects of it. 

Stripping is a very real fantasy for me, and Bill's taught me 
how to live that fantasy out. There's nothing wrong with your 
body, right? So how can it be wrong to show it to others? 


DR. ROBERT CHARTHAM COMMENTS: 
Many strippers say that they enjoy stripping because it makes 
them more sexually powerful than men. By exhibiting their 
bodies, they know that they can make men horny, so horny 
that many of them come off in their 
pants. The strippers, on the other 
hand, aren't even soiled by a fleeting 
touch from their aroused admirers. | 
think that this is also true of Sharon. 

To me, Sharon has fulfilled her ex- 
hibitionistic tendencies in a perfectly 
legitimate way; that is, she shows 
herself off frankly and not surrepti- 
tiously. | would say that she has few 
hangups. Even a stripper is entitled 
to self-respect, whatever her motive, 
and this is something which Bill 
seems intent upon taking away from 
her. 

Bill seems to be a compulsive voy- 
eur and a rather uncommon one at 
that. He's been conditioned into 
being a Peeping Tom through child- 
hood experiences, though his eco- 
nomic circumstances have not ne- 
cessitated his becoming the surrep- 
titious Peeper. 

There are voyeuristic and exhibi- 
tionistic tendencies in all of us, Usual- 
ly, these are quite harmless in nature. 
The psychological makeups of the compulsive voyeur and 
exhibitionist, | believe, have different origins. The voyeur 
peeps because he or she is psychologically immature, rather 
like Sharon and Bill, who are afraid of shared sex. 

Her refusal to go topless on Saint-Tropez stems from guilt. 
By remaining covered in a crowd of naked women, she is 
emphasizing her own sexual responsibility. 

Sharon and Bill would seem to be the perfect couple. Of 
course, they are not. Unfortunately, Bill's voyeurism has 
strongly sadistic overtones, which are not matched by mas- 
ochistic desires in Sharon. Bill has no respect for Sharon's 
susceptibilities. What he wants is what matters most to him. 
Only the sadistic voyeur would compel—and | stress the word 
compel—his partner to submit to being fucked while he 
looked on. 

I'd suggest that Sharon find a nice, gentle voyeur who will 
treat her with the respect she deserves. Right now, | think, she 
is trying very hard to achieve some sense of "shared sex." It's 
agood goal, but I'm afraid that Bill will only hinder her realiza- 
tion of that objective. Ota 
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"And another thing, total war would wipe out all those niggly little minority groups." 
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Now you can own some of the world’s 


GREAT EROTIC ART 


MASTERPIECES 


Select from over 40 pieces of erotic art 
and sculpture... . at surprisingly low prices! 


Now. for the first time, great 
works of erotic art are no longer the pre- 
serve of a privileged few. Now, they can 
be yours. 

You can be the proud owner of 
an erotic sandstone sculpture or an origi- 
nal signed litho by Scornavacca 

Enjoy the warm harmony of 
Moulton's paintings, the romantic fan- 
tasies of De Felice, the powerful love 
scenes of Betty Dodson... in your own 
home! 

These fine art masterpieces can 
be purchased exclusively through the 
ARTEROS/PENTHOUSE ART COLLECTORS 
CLUB... at prices considerably less than 
what you would expect to pay for art of 
gallery calibre 

Asa club member, you may se- 
lect the art of your choice (no obligatory 

urchases) from our magnificent Cata- 
logue and subsequent Quarterly Bulletins. 

For complete details, plus the 
16-page color catalogue, send the signed 
coupon and $1.00 to cover postage and 
handling. Club Members must be at least 
18 years old. Allow 4 to 6 weeks for 
delivery. 

Don't miss this opportunity to 
own these incredible erotic masterpieces. 


ARTEROS- PENTHOUSE 
ART COLLECTORS CLUB LTD. 
DIVISION OF PENTHOUSE PRODUCTS 
909 THIRD AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY, N.Y. 10022 
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2 
The American worker should get 
a larger share than he's 
getting now. That's simple—a simple 
solution to a simple 
problem. 
All|'m advocating is for the 
worker to get his just due. 


e 


hen Ed Sadlowski says that nobody should 

work in a steel mill, he knows whereof he 

speaks. His grandfather, a Polish immigrant, 

worked in the mills around Chicago for most of 
his life. His father did, too, And in 1956, when he was 
himself eighteen years old, young Ed continued the tradi- 
tion of his family—indeed, the tradition of most of his 
southeast-Chicago neighborhood. He began working for 
US. Steel 

Ed Sadlowski quickly became an activist—which is 
another family tradition. His grandfather had participated 
in the big steel strikes of 1906 and 1909, and his father was 
an organizer. By the time he was twenty-one, Ed was shop 
steward. Three years later he became president of his 
10,000-man local. The next year, a union official recalls, 
Sadlowski attended his first United Steelworkers of 
America convention as a local union president. Pointing at 
David McDonald, the Steelworkers president standing on 
the podium, young Sadlowski predicted to a friend 
“Someday I'll be standing up there. 

Last August, Sadlowski achieved al least part of his 
ambition: as a member of the resolutions committee, he sat 
on the speakers’ platform during the Steelworkers conven- 
tion in Las Vegas. At the other end of the table sat the 
current union president, sixty-eight-year-old |. W. Abel, 
who will retire this February. Sadiowski has accused Abel 
of “tuxedo unionism” (ironically the same phrase Abel 
used against McDonald in 1965, when he was an insur- 
gent). And now Sadlowski is challenging Lloyd McBride 
(who heads a pro-Abel ticket McBride calls "the adminis- 
tration team") for the union presidency 

One of the things Sadlowski thinks wrong with the cur- 
rent leadership of the 1.4 million-member union is that it 
has lost touch with the membership. “It’s almost beneath a 
leader's concept to go and have a beer with a guy.” he has 
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said. Sadlowski knows most of the men he represents on a 
firstname basis. He lives in the same ethnically mixed, 
middle-class neighborhood in which he grew up. Unlike 
many of his peers in union leadership positions, he sees 
his goal in life, not in terms of personal gain or the imitation 
of management life-styles, but in terms of getting a better 
deal for his men; and to his way of thinking, a better deal is 
not a perfunctory wage increase every few years 

As Sadlowski put it: "We need a new president that's ag- 
gressive. thinks like a steelworker, respects steelworkers, 
and is respected by steelworkers. Abel has an attitude that 
the workers should be working for him, rather than him 
working for the workers.” Sadlowski especially disagrees 
wilt) Abel's “no-strike” agreement with management 

The Abel forces. while dismissing Sadlowski with the old 
saying, The more noise you make, the less you get.” have 
been trying to defeat him for years. In 1973, for example, 
Sadlowski decided to run for the office of district director of 
District 31, which constitutes one-tenth of the total Steel- 
workers membership. If he won, Sadlowski knew, he would 
be one of twenty-five directors who in effect run the union. 
He would also be in a strategic position to challenge Abel 

Abel. needless to say, had other ideas. He handpicked 
Samuel Evett to oppose Sadiowski. Evett was the longtime 
aide to the retiring Joseph German, who was the leader of 
District 31 since its inception and a power not only in the 
union but also in the mighty Daley machine in Chicago. 
According to the smart money, Evett was a shoo-in 

But Sadlowski’s opponents hadn't counted on the 
broad, grass-roots disaffection among the rank and file or 
on the brilliant campaign—and postelection—techniques 
of Sadlowski and his fellow insurgents. To be sure, it was 
uphill all the way for Sadlowski, who was seemingly the 
loser, Evett's forces, although they controlled the union 
machinery, squeaked by in the election, with a margin of 
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barely 1.700 votes. But Sadiowski promptly filed protests with the 
Department of Labor, charging that Evett's election was fraudu- 
lent, Sadiowski also recruited the services of Joseph Rauh, ur., the 
Washington attorney who had been an important figure in the 1972 
United Mine Workers election, in which Arnold Miller decisively 
defeated incumbent Tony Boyle. 

Under its powers devolving from the Landrum-Griffin Act, the 
Labor Department conducted an intensive investigation. It found 
that fraud was, indeed, rampant in the election. The department 
filed to obtain a court order for another election, but the remedy 
was slow in coming. For the next year and a half, the hotshots of the 
international tried to shelve the whole thing. When it became 
apparent Sadiowski was going to get his rerun, Evett reluctantly 
consented to the new election, to be conducted under the close 
supervision of U.S. marshalls. The court set the election for No- 
vember 12-15, 1974, and more than 300 Labor Department rep- 
resentatives supervised the voting. For four days they maintained 
a constant vigil at scores of polling places. When the dust had 
cleared, Sadiowski was the winner—by almost 20,000 votes. 

The reasons for Sadlowski's vast appeal are obvious. He is 
charismatic, extremely articulate, and has a firsthand understand- 
ing of the plight of the worker—and not just that of the steelworker. 


He is self-educated and has made the study of the labor struggle 
in this country the primary focus of his scholarship, His every 
nuance and gesture displays his desire to improve the work- 
ingman'’s lot. He is handsome and huge—240 pounds plus—and 
he speaks with a down-home, tavern brogue that is as winning as 
the cause he espouses. And while he avoids formalized ideology, 
Sadlowski is as comfortable quoting Hegel as he is John L. Lewis. 
It's clear that Lloyd McBride is going to get a run for his money in 
the race for the union presidency. 

But Sadiowski is. once again, in an uphill fight. As former 
Steelworkers president David McDonald, now retired in California, 
puts it: “Unless Sadlowski has an overwhelming victory in the 
United States, he will not win the presidency. The Canadian relurn 
sheets will carry enough votes in favor of Lloyd McBride that he will 
be declared elected, | know how to run elections. | stole four of 
them,” But win or lose, Sadlowski’s power is a signal to the old 
guard in the American union movement that their heretofore se- 
cure power base is up for grabs by a new breed of challenger. 

Penthouse interviewer Ken Kelley spent two days with Sad- 
lowski at several union functions in the Midwest. What follows is a 
blunt, no-holds-barred exchange, in which Sadlowski talks about 
his philosophy, experience, and ambitions. 


Penthouse: What are the chief problems of 
the workingman today? 

Sadlowski: The fact that we're capable of 
producing but not capable of purchasing, 
The overabundance is the system’s fault. It 
becomes unbearable for the consumer. In 
1975, 11 million cars were produced, a 3 or 
4 percent increase, and it keeps growing. 
That many cars just aren't needed, We 
should start looking at what we're produc- 
ing, but there is a trained materialism that 
blinds everyone involved. Schools, text- 
books—things like that—are really need- 
ed, and they aren't to be had. What is 
needed is a whole revamping of the social 
needs and wants, That isn't to be had yet, 
but we may be on the threshold. 
Penthouse: Are you advocating institutes 
such as those the Roosevelt administration 
created—the CCC or WPA? 

Sadlowski: Those were stopgap mea- 
sures. The thirties were different, because 
you had a statistically higher percentage of 
unemployment. What is called for now is 
taxing people to the point where they pay a 
fair portion of their share. We need, too, 
governmental programs that clean up the 
environment while putting people to work. | 
don't mean enforced labor projects, but we 
need to start things where people can be 
creative, That means a reevaluation of what 
work itself is all about. 

Working forty hours a week in a steel mill 
drains the lifeblood of a man. Nothing is 
gotten from that. A steel mill is not right 
unless that lifeblood is used for something 
better, unless workers can progress, build 
mentally, contribute to society. There are 
workers there right now who are full of 
poems and doctors who are operating 
cranes. We've run the workers into the 
ground. Ultimately, society has nothing to 
show for it but waste. We need to start 
exploiting them for socicty. And they would 
willingly work to this end, 

Penthouse: U.S. Steel isn't going to make 
any more money putting a Ph.D. on the 
crane. 

Sadlowski: No, the connection is much 
more fragile, but we have to look for it. What 
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| advocate doesn't rip off U.S. Steel. I'm 
simply pointing out that a doctor is more 
useful to society than a man with the capac- 
ity to be a doctor spending his life on the 
crane. Such men are kept from functioning 
at their best—not only by U.S. Steel but by 
doctors themselves, Doctors are very 
shrewd people in that respect. They've 
tried to keep people—such as me or 
people from my neighborhood, guys that | 
know—from going into the medical profes- 
sion. It keeps the price up. 

| advocate pulling people who work in 
the steel mills into medical professions. 
They have the brainpower to become sci- 
entists. One shouldn't sell people short. Yet 
the system sells them short. There's no 
open marketplace, There never has been. 
They teach kids that in school, and it never 
has been true; it never was meant to be 
true. But it's a pretty motto: so let it be true. 
Penthouse: Are you talking about an indus- 
tral unionism, instead of a trade unionism? 
Sadlowski: No, | go beyond that. If | sit on 
the labor side of this thing, | have to recog- 
nize what happens on the other side of the 
table. The industry multiplies itselt out ot my 
reach, The sixties saw the advent of the 
conglomerate, or the multinational compa- 
ny. which is so diversified that you can't 
grab it. One steelmaker, Jones and Laugh- 
lin, which in my day was strictly a steel 
company, now makes bedsprings and 
bed pillows in Japan and in Europe. It 
makes cars. It does any and everything 

The labor movement isn't trying to be- 
come the big, capturing octopus, grabbing 
the economic system of the world. It's just 
trying to keep abreast of developments. 
The labor movement has to start joining 
hands in order to fight for itself. We're going 
to have to break down those internal bar- 
tiers in the AFL-CIO and start talking about 
one big union. The companies are doing 
that to their advantage, but the labor 
movement has not been successful in 
doing the same thing for the last forty years, 
Penthouse: Why not? 
Sadlowski: The ClO immediately advocat- 
ed becoming part of the system; that's the 


mistake in a nutshell, Of course, John L. 
Lewis and company would not have been 
very successful in organizing if they had 
talked about changing the system at the 
time. This could have been introduced, 
however, and was not, The distribution of 
wealth never entered into the organization. 
This has nothing to do with Communist 
ideals. This is simply confronting the fact 
that U.S. Steel made 140 percent profit 
from 1973 to 1974, while the workers made 
only 10 percent. It's inconsistent. I'm not 
downgrading Abel or Meany. It's part of the 
goddamn scheme, and we have to put our 
priorities in a different direction. 

There have been wage-price freezes, 
but | haven't heard anything about profit 
freezes yet. Nobody talks about profits 
running rampant. Something has to be 
done about that. | can remember how no 
more than a few years ago a guy was a 
sharpie if he got an 8-to-10 percent return 
on a dollar invested. Now, if he doesn't 
realize a 25-to-100 percent return, he's a 
jerk. It's always done to bludgeon the 
worker, to sacrifice the worker, to make the 
worker pay the toll. It doesn't matter what 
administration—Republican or Democrat. 
There are always the same characters on 
both sides, regardless of who is going to be 
a candidate two or three years from now. 
And the labor leaders buy the whole 
muck—and advocate it 
Penthouse: Is this true of George Meany? 
Sadlowski: That's too easy. Meany is the 
only crap game in town. It's easy to say— 
and is said, all the time, by these so-called 
left-wing organizations. | wonder how left- 
wing they really are. The fact of the matter 
is, | have the firm conviction that the Na- 
tional Caucus of Labor Committees and the 
Labor Party are not only crazy; they're not 
even left-wing. They're right-wing fascists, 
''m firmly convinced, who are being fi- 
nanced by fascist elements in this country. 
Penthouse: Do you think the government is 
also involved? 

Sadlowski: | hope to God not. But I'm so 
disillusioned with the CIA and the FBI that | 
just don't know anymore. 
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ctober 20—It was inevitable, | suppose, that 
Ce: president should finally seek a confidant. 

He had never seemed to me to be an espe- 
cially self-assured man, which is primarily why | 
didn't vote for him, although it was perhaps un- 
necessarily frivolous of me to use the ballot for an 
origami exercise, What he doesn't know won't hurt 
him, however, and | admit that I'm more or less 
flattered and pleased that he chose me. The choice 
certainly came as a complete surprise. 

There | was, having dinner in one of Honolulu's 
most luxurious hotels with one of the firm's lawyers 
and doing my best to focus attention on his ponder- 
ous legalistic monologue without being distracted 
by the abundance of picturesque décolletage in the 
immediate vicinity, when abruptly the headwaiter 
appeared, bearing a telephone on a red-velvet pil- 
low. | am, of course, accustomed to receiving busi- 
ness calls at all hours of the day, but never in so 
ceremonious a fashion. 


ing by two Secret Service men, who escorted me to 
the airport and a private jet that was waiting to fly me 
to Washington. At Washington National Airport | was 
picked up by a Chrysler Imperial limousine driven by 
a chauffeur who would discuss nothing more con- 
troversial than the weather. He took me to the Hay- 
Adams, where | was given a suite and told by the 
desk clerk to wait for a call, | watched half of Advise 
and Consent on television before | dozed off 

Why the president chose me remains a mystery. 
As children, we were never very close. (It was his 
habit of trying to end every snowball fight with a 
treaty and his conviction that baseball games should 
be umpired by the Joint Chiefs of Staff that kept me 
at some distance.) | did teach him to play Monopoly, 
though, and once | talked three of the older boys out 
of filling his catcher's mitt with shoe polish. Still it 
seemed to me that there must be several others who 
would be far more likely candidates for this uncertain 
honor than | was. Or had the president already ap- 


In the Oval Office the pressures never 
cease, and even the round-the-clock presence of his 
closest friend could not prevent 


Tirile 
PRESIDENTS 
CRACK: UP 


Nonetheless, retaining that air of breezy noncha- 
lance which has helped me to corner the plastic- 
dahlia market in three midwestern states and build 
two condominiums in Pasadena, | picked up the 
phone, identified myself, and asked who was call- 
ing. The party on the other end of the line said he 
was the president and wanted to know how I'd been. 
That startled me a bit, because | recognized the 
voice; it was the president, and | hadn't spoken to 
him for thirty-three years. | asked him what was up, 
and he said that he needed a friend—which was 
easy to believe, judging from the past week's 
newspaper headlines. He said that he would like to 
talk to me privately and in person and that if | could 
possibly find the time, he would take care of the 
travel arrangements. After some consideration, | 
found myself consenting. After all, who could resist 
the opportunity to acquaint himself with one of the 
most important men of our time even if he does seem 
considerably less impressive than the average 
contestant on Let's Make a Deal? 

Consequently, | was called on the following morn- 


proached others and either found them unsuitable 
or met with rejection? 


October 21—This morning the president called. He 
said that he was scheduled to make a statement to 
the press, expressing his disapproval of the bumper 
sticker on the secretary of state's Toyota (Impeach 
What's His Name!), have lunch with a singing group 
called the First Executives (who, his press secretary 
has warned him, intend to threaten him with a lawsuit 
to keep him from using their name), and visit his tailor 
(a fashion writer for an important metropolitan news- 
Paper recently wrote that he dresses like "a lower- 
middle-class Hun"), but he assured me that we 
would get together sometime in the afternoon or 
evening for a long talk 

He showed up at seven o'clock, introduced him- 
self awkwardly (| extended my right hand; he, his 
left), and spent the initial twenty minutes or so pac- 
ing back and forth while he explained why he had 
asked to see me. He felt alienated from everyone 
around him, he said, and was unable to relate to 
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even his most intimate supporters and ad- 
visers without evoking the suspicion that 
they were either fearful or resentful of him 
Being the president, he said, meant that he 
could never really relax with any of his polit- 
ical associates because the title imposed a 
sense of protocol that was all but formida- 
ble. What he needed was someone he 
could talk to in a straightforward, down-to- 
earth way, someone he could relax with 
and confide in, especially during these 
tense preelection days. Someone he could 
talk to about his tears and fantasies. A con- 
fidant 

! told him that I'd give it a try as long as | 
didn't have to dress formally and there 
were no early calls. 


October 22—The president is not a happy 
man. Unhappiness shows in his eyes, in 
the subdued tone of his voice, and in the 
way he springs suddenly toward the 
nearest closet whenever a light switch is 
flicked or a pencil is dropped. He visited 
me incognito (dancer's leotard and beret) 
at the Hay-Adams today, and we talked for 
about two hours before he suddenly 
realized that he was late for an appoint- 
ment. It was an enlightening exchange. 
and ! think that | gained some insight into 
the way the man lives. Not only does he 
face the ordinary problems that we all have 
to deal with in our personal lives, but also 
he is compelled by his position to concern 
himself with governing one of the most 
complex countries in the history of civiliza- 
tion. | wouldn't trade places with him for 
anything, and I'm bald and take Valium my- 
self. 


October 23—Today the president talked to 
me for an hour in his office. He asked me 
point-blank if | thought that he should stop 
smoking. | said, “Sure, if it doesn’t hurt our 
foreign policy.” He asked me what | meant: 
and | told him that if he stopped smoking, it 
would undoubtedly make him nervous and 
tense, and a possible side effect could be a 
blunder at a conference which might result 
in anything from an increase in the price of 
bread lo a nuclear showdown. He reluc- 
tantly agreed and | offered him a stick of 
gum, but he declined, reaching for a 
cigarette instead 


October 24—The president is afraid of vio- 
lence, which he called a contagion of the 
times, And who can blame him? Our coun- 
try is rapidly acquiring a reputation for vio- 
lent events. Only yesterday a pacifist was 
arrested in Baltimore for killing a man by 
means of a spoon. The president said that 
he used to feel relatively safe if he kept a 
night-light on and carried his lucky coin, 
but no more. Nor does he consider his Se- 
cret Service bodyguards very reliable, 
especially since last week, when they drew 
an X on his office door with the blood of a 
jamb and then went out for a pizza. He 
asked me whether | thought it would be 
proper if he took some precautionary mea- 
sures of his own, such as sleeping with a 
hand grenade under his pillow and making 
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all of his speeches from a cellar in Green- 
land. 


October 25—The president was unusually 
remote and preoccupied today (he stood 
with his face to the wall and with both hands 
clasped over his cheeks as he spoke); and 
when | asked him what was wrong, he told 
me about an article in yesterday's 
Washington Post that compared his ad- 
ministration unfavorably with Zapata's. 


October 26—The president called me 
early this morning in high spirits and 
suggested that we go on a picnic tomor- 
row, just the two of us and maybe a quintet 
of Secret Service men. He was really ex- 
cited about the idea and said that it would 
do us good to get out of the city for a while. 
loosen up a bit, pick berries, throw pine 
cones, kick logs, wade in a creek, and 
such. | told him that it sounded like a lot of 
fun but that I'd have to pass because Aa- 
vise and Consent was going to be rerun on 
channel 2 
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The president doesn't 
consider his Secret Service 
bodyguards very reliable, 
especially since they drew an 
X on his door with 
the blood of a lamb and then 
went out for pizza. 


October 27—To the public the president 
appears to be a reasonably strong-willed, 
decisive man; but I've learned from our 
intimate conversations that he is really 
timid, frightened, and uncertain, the victim 
of all sorts of haunting fears and 
fantasies—tor example, what would 
people think if they knew that in solitude he 
threw confetti to calm his nerves? Are his 
dreams (particularly the one in which he 
and the vice-president are arrested for |it- 
tering in West Potomac Park) omens? 
Should he wear pajamas? Had Truman 
worn them? Would Carter? 

The president is the most public figure in 
the world; so he can't really be blamed for 
being a little edgy. But! sense that his fears 
are starting to get the best of him. When | 
was leaving his office today, he seized my 
arm and asked if I'd heard anything about a 
plot for reducing his travel allowance to a 
sum that would keep him inside the city 
limits. | countered by quoting Roosevelt 
(Knute Rockne?) to the effect that “we have 
nothing to fear but fear itself.” The presi- 
dent's reply was curt and to the point, con- 
sisting of a facial tic and the kind of sound a 
debutante makes when someone touches 
her neck with tripe. 


October 28—The president looked good 
‘on the news on television last night, but you 
should see how he looks without makeup! 
He stopped by for ten or fifteen minutes 
today, and the first thing | noticed was that 
he looked and acted like the protagonist of 
a Kafka novel, He talked at length about the 
pressures of his job, occasionally breaking 
off in mid-sentence and suddenly spinning 
around in his chair six or seven times be- 
fore going on. He told me that he feared a 
secret CIA scheme to put a leopard in his 
bedroom. But he was not discouraged, he 
said, since he felt that he could ultimately 
elude all of his opponents simply by putting 
ashtrays on both shoulders and looking like 
a piece of furniture. 

Before he left, | asked him if he would do 
me a favor and use his influence ta get me a 
good ticket to The Best Man at the Ameri- 
can Theatre. He said that he'd try. 


October 29—/ haven't seen the president 
for a couple of days. It's hard for him to find 
any spare time as the election approaches. 
He's been busy, and so have |. I've been 
getting lots of calls from people in the home 
office. They want to know what I'm doing 
and how long I'll be gone. | told them that 
they should sit tight, that I'd be in touch. 

This afternoon a messenger delivered an 
envelope to my room. There were five tick- 
ets to a film society's revival of Broadway 
Melody of 1940, with a note saying: "I al- 
most forgot. Sorry. Enjoy the show. Your 
friend." 


October 30—! made up my mind |ast night 
to leave Washington and get back to living 
my own life. | was going to tell the president 
about my decision at our next meeting, but 
it looks as if that won't be necessary now. | 
just heard the story on the radio. Early this 
morning the president wandered away 
from his office and turned up an hour or so 
later at a downtown employment agency. 
The interviewer who received him said that 
he was poorly disguised (a false mustache 
stuck lopsidedly to one cheek), spoke in an 
abject whisper, and would say only that he 
was looking for work as a night watchman 
or a lighthouse attendant 
| hope he finds it 


November 1—The president's preelection 
funk was reinforced today by an odd inci- 
dent, He called me and told me that he had 
received a package at the White House. It 
was wrapped in plain brown paper and 
covered with pictures of Harding and 
Coolidge that were pasted on decoratively 
like Christmas seals. inside the package 
was a heavily sedated duck with a broken 
leg. There was no note. no explanatian. He 
didn't know what to make of it. He said that 
none of his advisers seemed willing to 
comment, although he had the distinct im- 
pression that they were holding something 
back. He asked me if | could imagine why 
anyone would want to send him a hand- 
icapped bird. | suggested that he look up 
the phrase “lame duck” in the dictionary 
and draw his own conclusions. O+7— 


ONLY $2.98! 


The publishers of the most sen- 
sational book of the year are making the 
most sensational offer of the year to 
anyone twenty-one or over. 

THE SPIRIT OF SEVENTY SEX is the first 
full-length book (160 pages) to deal com- 
prehensively with the subject of available 
sex toys in the western world. Sex toys are 
known by many names: marital aids, 
dildos, adult novelties, etc. None of the 
“trade names” are very descriptive. The 
authors of the SPIRIT OF SEVENTY SEX do 
not beat around the bush as it were, in 
their completely entertaining and often 
shocking first hand account of just what 
sex substitutes really are, what they do, 
and what they don’t do! After reading this 
completely unique book, you will be in- 
timately acquainted with several hundred 
items—many of which chauld make you 
blush! These “toys” are for real and come 
in every conceivable shape, size and form 
you can imagine. They come in shapes and 
sizes you probably can’t imagine as welll 
Some items are battery operated some are 
manual—some are a combination of both, 
but we can guarantee that there is 
something for everyone no matter how 
bizarre or straight your sexual philosophy 
might be Thousands of books are 
published each year dealing with sex. 
Most of the books come and go as fast as 
the publishers. 

It's a book that deals with real people 
who deal with real sex objects like love 
machines, 6 foot dolls—male and 
female—that could make live sex partners 
obsolete! It’s a kind of whole earth 
catalogue of sexual paraphernalia, not a 
lot of hot air. 


To prove our point we are offering anyone 
who orders THE SPIRIT OF SEVENTY SEX 
now the choice of a FREE 7” cordless 
vibrator (nationally advertised at $5.00) or 
a FREE $5.00 certificate to be used toward 
the purchase of any of the 200 items of- 
fered for sale in the 30 page catalogue 


reatest 
OK Offer 
Years! os 


August 7, 1975 


“At 33 I’ve become a connoisseur of good 
sex books and sex manuals. The Spirit of 
Seventy Sex illustrated an incredible world . 
the world of marital aids and I’ve discovered a 
new sensation . . . something between mastur- 
bation and intercourse. . .” 


Mr. J.F..C * 


Hawley Pa. * 


bound right into the book complete with 
ordering coupons! NO SEX BOOK OFFER 
HAS EVER COMPARED WITH THIS. This 
is why we say its the greatest offer in 200 
years 


FREE!!! - 
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The internationally famous 7” vibrator 
with its own switch has literally turned 
millions and millions of women and men 
‘on to complete orgasm! If you choose the 


$5 CERTIFICATE 


free $5.00 certificate it will be included Thank you | 
with your book and can be used towards 

the purchase of any item in the unique 
catalogue section which includes such in- 


credible items as THE COME IN MASTUR- 
BATOR which creates climax producing 
sensations when attached to any 7” or 13 
vibrator The now famous 
SUCKULATOR THE ORIENTAL 
WATER VAGINA (with pump) that creates 
a sexual sensation close to intercourse 
with devastating success. . . 


The Spirit of Seventy Sex makes 
available every major marital aid and sex 
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seemed to be run by the minions of the late 
J. Edgar Hoover, with neither Clarence Kel- 
ley, the director, nor Ford's attorney gener- 
al, Edward Levi, having much of an idea of 
what the bureau had done in the past or 
what it is doing now. As a Church commit- 
tee senior staffer, who helped investigate 
both organizations, remarked recently, 
“Next to the FBI, the CIA smells like a rose." 

Both the military intelligence establish- 
ment and the FBI pose serious accountabil- 
ity problems. Under a 1976 internal reor- 
ganization plan, the Pentagon has brought 
all its agencies under a director of defense 
intelligence (a new post) who, in turn, re- 
ports to a second deputy secretary of de- 
fense (also a new slot), with special re- 
sponsibility for intelligence. This was 
judged necessary by the Pentagon bosses 
because several of their intelligence agen- 
cies, notably the huge and supersecret Na- 
tional Security Agency (NSA). nad long en- 
joyed quite a bit of independence from just 
about everybody in Washington. 

But there was a double purpose in reor- 
ganizing the military intelligence estab- 
lishment. First, Defense Secretary Donald 
Rumsfeld wanted to tighten up the opera- 
tion, an intention which is probably com- 
mendable. But the reorganization has also 
served to isolate this whole empire from di- 
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rect civilian control 

In theory, the director of central intelli- 
gence (who is also the CIA director) runs 
the entire United States government intelli- 
gence complex. Inthe past, agencies such 
as the NSA and the Defense Intelligence 
Agency (as well as the CIA) were directly 
responsible to him—at least oper- 
ationally—and they couldn't ignore him 
Under the Rumsfeld reorganization, they 
no longer have this responsibility. Now the 
director of central intelligence, known as 
the DCI in professional parlance, has to go 
through the Pentagon intelligence com- 
mand to deal with these military agencies 
Thus a filter has been established 

Moreover, the DCI (George Bush) has 
lost control over the intelligence commu- 
nity’s purse strings, which is the real power. 
In November 1971 Nixon decided, in one of 
the few rational moves he made in this area 
of government, to vest in the DCI the full 
power to allocate budget resources to the 
various intelligence agencies—including 
the military. The idea was that a strong DCI 
was essential to keep order in the commu- 
nity. However, the DCI (then Richard 
Helms) never chose to exercise this author- 
ity. Responding to military pressures in 
1976, Ford moved the budget allocation 
authority to a new steering committee, in 
which this responsibility is now divided 
among the DCI, the deputy secretary of de- 
fense, and the deputy director of the Na- 
tional Security Council staff. 


CCi(tsttittttititi##é4....geBew wee 


Because Defense controls 90 percent of 
the overall intelligence budget (which stands 
around $25 billion annually, although the 
administration insists it is no more than $10 
billion—actual figures are secret—by ig- 
noring the vast sums spent on research 
and development of electronic intelligence 
hardware), it becomes clear that today the 
Pentagon is actually the most powerful 
voice in foreign intelligence 

And considering the qualitative weak- 
ness in military intelligence evaluations— 
analysis is the strong suit of the CIA, and 
most of it is remarkably honest—there is a 
growing danger that the intelligence prod- 
uct given to the president and top policy- 
makers will be slanted toward "worst- 
case" assessments endemic with the mili- 
tary. These assessments, of course, influ- 
ence the formulation of national defense 
and foreign policies. It should also be 
added that covert-action responsibilities 
including paramilitary operations, are in- 
creasingly being shifted from the CIA to 
military intelligence agencies 

So, once again, we face the question of 
full-time civilian control (including the pres- 
ident's) of the intelligence apparatus. With 
the DCI effectively deprived of his role as 
the president's principal adviser on intelli- 
gence, it becomes debatable whether the 
chief executive can truly be accountable 
and responsible for all the actions of the 
intelligence community, 

The principal conclusion of the Senate 
Intelligence Committee after its lengthy in- 
vestigation is that the president must be 
fully accountable for United States intelli- 
gence. Speaking of the CIA, the commit- 
tee’s report noted that ‘Washington is 
where the problem arises. No one outside 
the CIA, unless it be the president himself, 
is responsible for directing and supervis- 
ing CIA clandestine intelligence operations 
or is authorized access to the information 
necessary to do so." This. of course, ap- 
plies equally to the military agencies, par- 
ticularly the NSA; as matters stand now, the 
law even prohibits the public disclosure of 
the NSA's mission. 

It is generally known, nevertheless, that 
the NSA is in charge of everything affecting 
technological intelligence. It monitors all 
electronic communications in the world, 
military and civilian (it illegally eavesdrops 
on all international telephone calls by 
Americans and reads all the cable and 
telex traffic sent and received by Ameri- 
cans), it surveys developments in Soviet 
and Chinese strategic-arms testing and 
deployments (as it should); and itis deeply 
involved in breaking secret foreign codes 
and devising U.S. codes it hopes will be 
unbreakable. 

Investigators for the Senate Intelligence 
Committee acknowledge privately that, as 
@ practical matter, they were unable to 
study adequately the NSA and other mili- 
tary agencies. But they have seen enough 
to conclude that the NSA’s principal weak- 
ness is that it is not allowed to analyze the 
data it obtains. Raw data, often wholly 
meaningless, is sent on to the White House, 


sometimes described as “hot” items. The 
trouble is that often nobody can make any 
sense out of it. As one staffer noted, “The 
state of Maryland [NSA headquarters are 
located at Fort Meade in Maryland] is sink- 
ing under the weight of NSA material that 
nobody has the time or capability to use 

Wher stigators for another congres- 
sional committee, whict 
NSA’s illegal eavesc 


on privat 
American 
ested pertinent information, 
NSA officials asked them to sign first a se- 
crecy pledge, which meant that they would 
be unable to pass on their findings to 
members of Congress. The investigators 
refused and went home. 

In terms of domestic intelligence, the FBI 


was pursuing | 


was—and is—by far the worst offender. In | 


testimony before the Senate committee, At- 
torney General Levi simply refused to make 
available on the FBI’ illegal opera- 
tions ranging from wiretapping to physical 
surveillance and “black-bag jobs.” unau: 
thorized break-ins into homes and offic 


jirector Kelley fir: 
affers that he was lying when he said that 
erations had ended in 1966; later 


he was saying 

In what unquestionably was one of the 
most pathetic public performances on rec- 
ord, Kelley kept repeating on the CBS pro: 
m “Face the Nation” on August 8, 1976 
that he had been “deceived” by his own 
bureau about "black-bag jobs"—the latest 
1 th eks earlier—and 
; FBI operations. Just as 
pathetically, he acknowledged that he had 
been unable to find out who in the bureau 
had so deceived him 

If the FBI director and the attorney gen 
\not control their runaway bureau 


an the presic 
its actions? C dering t 
cy in domest enforce 
ong can American pr tolerate 
this state of affairs, including the emerging 
evidence of financial corruption in the 
bureau? (Kelley himself has been accused 
of mis vernment servi and 
property expensive gifts 
from his subordinates.) 

The problem of ac 
derlies the five 
nity endeavors 


the FBI 


t intelligence commu- 
ioned earlier 
jents’ recruitment. In 
general, according to the Church commit- 
tee's report, "The CIA considers . . . opera 
tional relationships with the United States 
academic community as perhaps its most 
sensitive domestic area,” The report added 
that “the committee has far from the full 
picture of the nature and extent of these 
relationships and the domestic impact of 
foreign clandestine operations. Neverthe 
less, it has enough ,.. to underscore its 
serious nature. 

The report spoke out against the overall 
use of the United States academic com- 
munity by the CIA, which ranges from pay- 
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ing scholars to engage in intelligence col- 
lection while they travel abroad to provide 
“leads” and making “introductions” for in- 
telligence purposes. It was unable, as 
noted above, to go in any detail into the 
recruitment of foreign students as 
agents (it did not even mention the sub- 
ject) but it emphasized that “time and ex- 
perience would give increasing cur- 
fency to doubts as to whether it made 
sense for a democracy to resort to such 
Practices as the clandestine use of free 
American institutions and individuals— 
Practices that tended to blur the very dif- 
ference between “our system and ‘theirs’ 
that these programs were designed to pre- 
serve.” 

The foreign students’ recruitment pro- 
gram has a long history. It was initiated in 
the 1950s by military intelligence and then 
taken over by the CIA, which simply re- 
fuses ta terminate the program although it 
IS Now Supposedly at a much lower level 
than in past years. 

The idea behind this extraordinary pro- 
gram, concentrating on students from Latin 
America, the Far East, the Middle East, and 
Africa—the Third World—was that through 
recruitment on American campuses, the 
CIA would in time acquire “deep-cover as- 
sets” inside foreign governments, educa- 
tional and cultural centers, private industry, 
the military, and so on. These are known as 
“agents of influence” or, more commonly, 
as “moles,” 

The CIA created this covert program on 
the theory that many young foreigners ed- 
ucated in the United States would become 
part of ruling elites in their countries. Em- 
bedded in governmental or private power 
these agents can render two types of ser- 
vices to the CIA: influencing policies fa- 
voring the United States, and supplying 
vital inside intelligence. 

Such recruitment is, of course, a long- 
term investment. The CIA does not expect 
results for years, even decades. But pa- 
tience is a hallmark of intelligence work, 
and the agency is working for the future 
However, the agency cannot be certain 
that, once recruited, these students will re- 
main faithful to the CIA and respond to 
the control of case officers. The rule of 
thumb is that no more than one out of ten 
recruited agents will actually remain in CIA 
service once he matures and acquires a 
responsible position. 

To assure itself of loyalty, the agency 
can, and on occasions does, avail itself 
of blackmail; if a “subject” refuses to 
cooperate, discreet ways are found to 
Spread the word about his CIA connections 
—which could ruin him at home. Yet black- 
mail in this instance could be double- 
edged: disclosure of recruitment could be 
immensely damaging to the CIA, to say 
nothing of the reputation of the United 
States educational system. But, as a CIA 
official remarked in a recent conversation, 
“It was a risk worth taking.” 

It is impossible to say how many such 

‘agents of influence” are nowadays opera- 
tional. This is one of the CIA's closest kept 


secrets, known only to a handful of people 
in the agency, But we can suggest the 
magnitude of the potential pool of recruits 
available to the CIA 

In 1955, for example. there were 34,232 
foreign students in the United States. The 
number went up to 82,045 in 1965, and to 
clase to 250,000 in 1975. Over a twenty- 
year period, therefore, the CIA had its pick 
of some 1 million foreign students. But 
those familiar with the program doubt that 
more than 100 or so foreigners would be 
recruited during an average year. Ex- 
tremely high selection standards had to be 
applied, considering both the promise a 
student held for the future and his political 
receptivity to CIA enticements. 

It is believed that one of the most impor- 
tant recruitment areas was the foreign train- 
ing program of the Agency for International 
Development. AID in the past has served 
as a "cover" for other CIA operations, most 
notably through its refugee relief programs 
in Indochina. The CIA believed that a for- 
eign “contract” student had at least a moral 
debt to the United States and thus might be 
more open to its persuasion. 

Agency officials still claim that this is a 
necessary ingredient in building an effec- 
tive foreign-intelligence network. They pro- 
fess to see no difference between it and the 
open recruitment of American students. 

Another side of this story is the way in 
which the CIA has been using—and con- 
tinues to use—"academics” (professors 
and administrators) to help in its recruit- 
ment. As noted above, some 60 percent of 
these academics were selecting promising 
candidates for recruitment and making “in 
troductions” in full knowledge that they 
were acting on the CIA's behalf, In an unde- 
termined number of cases, money would 
change hands. The other 40 percent of 
these academics were “unwitting”: they 
did not know that they were fingering 
recruits for the CIA, thinking, instead, that 
they were being helpful to the students by 
introducing them to prospective above- 
board employers. The CIA recruiters 
worked, of course, under deep cover 

Evidently, both the CIA and the “witting’ 
academics were guilty of vastly reprehen- 
sible behavior, They were—and still are— 
responsible for polluting, prostituting, and 
degrading the American educational sys- 
tem, one of our most admired institutions. 
The CIA is guilty of suborning the academ- 
ics. The academics, in turn, are guilty of 
allowing themselves—and their institu- 
tions—to be corrupted. Often they do it 
because they have individual CIA con- 
tracts for research or books that they do not 
wish to jeopardize 

Curiously, no investigative body has ever 
thought of looking into these relationships 
that exist in more than 100 American col- 
leges and universities. 

(2) Use of American news media. In 1976 
the CIA admitted that it had relations with 
some fifty United States journalists “ac- 
credited" abroad, although it refused to 
disclose their names, It also said that “ef- 
fective immediately, CIA will not enter into 
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the 219-man “Intelligence Division” 
charged with responsibility for “continuing 
essential aspects of operations, intelli- 
gence and contingency planning, [and] 
force development.” An Intelligence 
Branch” of DAO's “Readiness Operations 
Section" acted as the “primary U.S. ele- 
ment for collection. evaluation, and dis- 
semination of intelligence information per- 
taining to NVA/VC [North Vietnam Army/Viet 
Cong] activities in the Republic of Vietnam 
[RVN].” A ‘Surveillance Section” coordi- 
nated “Humint" (human intelligence) ac- 
tivities, which was the Pentagon's espio- 
nage network to be left behind after the 
cease-fire, This surveillance section was 
also the “in-country contact point for coor- 
dinating unilateral ‘Humint' operations with 
Department of Defense collection units 
from out-country.” This was the plan for se- 
cretly introducing military intelligence 
teams into Vietnam from abroad, These 
teams, crossing by air from Thailand to be 
dropped in Vietnam, worked with the South 
Vietnam army's intelligence units under 
DAO's coordination 

Additionally, DAO provided daily intelli- 
gence summaries on South Vietnam and 
“adjacent territories,” indicating that mili- 
tary intelligence operations in Cambodia 
and Laos (and, presumably, North Viet- 
nam) were run out of Saigon by Americans. 
A “Counter Intelligence Section” formu- 
lated “security policies to prevent, detect 
neutralize hostile espionage and subver- 
sion alternpls, conduct discreet liaison with 
ARVN [Army of Republic of Vietnam] coun- 
terintelligence and police agencies.” 

The plan tank inta account the possibility 
that United States military intelligence op- 
erations would “not be authorized” in South 
Vietnam under the DAO cover. probably 
because they would be violating the peace 
agreement. Noting that in such an event 
there “would be appreciable degradation 
of intelligence available to support U.S, ob- 
jectives,” the document devised alternative 
methods. 

Thus a small group within DAO “would 
be required to obtain the total intelligence 
output” of the South Vietnamese military 
intelligence and “to forward it in some 
meaningful format to an agency capable of 
collating, analyzing, and disseminating 
this intelligence.” This would be “exter- 
nally” coordinated. The top-secret “Fast 
Pass" operation—the Standing arrange- 
ment for exchange of intelligence with 
South Vietnam—‘“would be appreciably 
expanded.” 

Because Americans held South Viet- 
namese intelligence in low esteem and 
were particularly concerned about “cover- 
age” along the borders and in Laos and 
Cambodia, United States military intelli- 
gence personnel were stationed not only in 
Saigon but also in Da Nang, Pleiku, Bien 
Hoa, Can Tho, “and other areas as re- 
quired.” 

This Pentagon intelligence network had 
to be removed when South Vietnam was 
taken over by the Communists in the spring 
of 1975. But intelligence experts say that 


there are still American, or American- 
directed, “stay-behinds” working under 
deep cover in Vietnam. 

(4) Insurgent training. Military intelli- 
gence agencies, with CIA assistance, are 
training foreign insurgent groups at aban- 
doned airfields in out-of-the-way areas in 
California. The purpose of this effort is un- 
clear except for the likelihood that the 
United States wishes to have ready-to- 
Move foreign guerrilla units for possible 
covert operations in different parts of the 
world. 

Among several hundred guerrillas being 
trained in California there are Laotians and 
Cambodians drawn from post-1975 refu- 
gees as well as Afghans, Kurds, and Rus- 
sians. The Kurds are the survivors of the 
Kurdish tribal army that fought for years the 
government of Iraq with help from the Ira- 
nians next door and from the CIA under a 
secrel program approved by Nixon in 
1972. The Kurdish army was destroyed in 
1975 when the shah of Iran, who struck a 
deal with Iraq, withdrew his support and 
the CIA followed suit. 

There are, of course, ample precedents 
for secretly training foreign guerrillas on 
American soil. It was done with Cuban 
exiles in preparation for the 1961 Bay of 
Pigs invasion and with Tibetans secretly 
brought to Colorado by the CIA in the mid- 
1960s for reasons that still remain mysteri- 
ous. 

The California training program sug- 
gests that the Pentagon is increasingly tak- 
ing over paramilitary covert-operations re- 
sponsibilities from the CIA. 

(5) Space warfare. This information |s ex- 
tremely limited and closely held in the 
White House. Reliable sources say, how- 
ever. that during 1976. Soviet satellites 
damaged one United States “spy-in-the- 
sky" satellite and destroyed another by fir- 
ing a laser-beam charge. 

Unider the provisions ot the 1972 Soviet- 
American agreement on limiting strategic 
arms, both sides are permitted to use 
space satellites and other “national means 
of verification” to police the enforcement 
of the pact. 

Washington specialists are perplexed 
over these Soviet attempts to interfere with 
United States satellite verification proce- 
dures, Some of them suggest that the Unit- 
ed States has not yet fully developed its 
laser-firing capability in space. 

In any event, these attacks on American 
satellites are a top intelligence secret, As 
far as can be determined, the Ford admin- 
istration does not wish them to be known 
Publicly so as not to damage current 
negotiations on a new strategic-arms 
agreement with the Soviet Union 

But it seems that the government always 
feels there is a reason why Americans 
“should” be kept in the dark about what 
the intelligence community is up to Clearly 
the time has come to end the cover-ups 
and stonewalling, and to inform our citizens 
about what the intelligence agencies are 
doing that affects all of us and the legiti- 
mate interests of the United States.O+-_ 
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flows. They fast, washing after machine washing! 
They cost more, but they're worth it. Don't learn 
about satin the hard way. The difference is in the 
actual thread count and the workmanship! Hot 
Tangerine, Gol Black, Bronze, Blue, 
Silver, Pale Pink, White, Mint or Orchid’ 
EACH SET INCLUDES 2 straight sheets, 2 cases OR 
1 straight sheet, 1 fitted sheet, 2 cases. Specify. 
Double Set $34.98 Queen Set $37.98 
Twin Set 33.98 King Set 50.98 
Duo-Twin Set (78x80) $49.98 
Round Sets—Bottom Sheets are Fitted 
84” Round Set $52.98 96” Round Set $54.98 
3-letter monogram on 2 cases—$3.00 
Send check or m.o. 50% deposit on C. 


SCINTILLA,” INC. chicags, tit’sosto" 4 


Free 40-page Catalog With Every Order! 


MEDICAL 
BREAKTHROUGH 
IN HAIR REPLACEMENT 


Now, with our special cosmetic 
medical implant technique, you 
can have a full head of hair in just 
a few hours. It’s performed by 
qualified medical doctors. It is 
not a hair transplant, hair-weave 
or toupee. It is a method by which 
hair is surgically attached to your 
scalp. You'll look younger and 
even feel younger! You can swim, 
participate in sports, and even 
make love without fear of embar- 
rassment. 


Sutures 

implanted food 

Hair Strip Cut and 

Attached style 
- = 


For further information concerning this process... 
contact: 


HAIR DIMENSIONS INC. 


245 East 63rd St., N.Y. 10021 
(212) 751-1740 


‘The closest thing to your own hair. 
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brown hair hung down to her waist—the 
tips bleached blonde—and she was wear- 
ing no makeup. Her skin was brown as the 
nose on a teacher's pet, and she sat there 
SUCKING On a pencil and staring 

When the class ended, the kids jumped 
up and climbed over each other to get out 
of the room. The girl with the tasty pencil 
Stayed in her seat. As Tony packed 
briefcase to go to lunch, she just sat there 
licking her Eberhard Faber Mongol 482 
looking him up and down. Tony broke ou 
at. Finally, the girl spoke 


) his 


That white whale is nothing but a big 
prick, isn't it?” she said 

Well, | don't know about that,” Tony 
said, “| mean, | at's ay YOU 
could look at it, A phallic symbol of 
sorts 

The world's oldest lished perma- 


nent floating prick, Di-i-i-vinc ay to 
the bott She used her pencil to show 
how the world’s oldest floating prick dove 
all the way to the bottom. 

| think it's supposed to be sor 
more mystical,” Tony said. “More 
symbol of evil or fate or 

Moby D said 
Cock 

Tony's heart was 
maybe you're right 

She shifted in her seat. Say, can | ask 
you a question? 

Shoot 

Wanna ball? 

Tony nearly dropped a 


ewt 
ike 


As in Moby 


k,” she 


Well 


pounding 


load in his 


BV.D.s, “I'll pretend | didn't hear that," he 
said. 
As long as we're pretending,” she said, 
I'll pretend that you did and you said yes 


She got up and walked toward him. He 
backed away, right into the blackboard, hit 
his head, and saw stars 

Okay, young lady, that'll be quite 
enough 

Aw, come off it," she said, "This is your 
wildest lanlasy Coming true. Relax. It's no 
big deal! | just want to fuck you before any 
of the other hitters get to you. I've got more 
firsts than any of the other girls, and | want 
to keep it that way." She grabbed his hai 
It had t mperature of a recently de- 
ceased mackerel. “Jesu she said 

You're going to get frostk | better stick 
this in the oven for a few seconds. 
Before he could stop her, she had un- 
zipped her fly and shoved his hand inside. 
She wasn't wearing any unde s. He 
pulled back, but she held onto his wrist and 
kept his hand against her hot bush. His 
head was swimming. Where was he? Who 
was he? What was going on? 

What if someone comes jn? 
weakly. 

Nobody walks into a classroom at Bel 
Air voluntarily,” she answered. "Come on 
My van’s in the parking lot.” 

He found himself walking behind her, 
down the corridor, out the front door, to- 


he asked 


ward the parking area. He felt as if he had 
been hypnotized, as if his will weren't his 
own. Her van was a '77 Econoline, with a 
desert panorama airbrushed on the sides. 
The windows were covered with batik cur- 
tains. She opened the door, and he saw 
that the floor was covered with a foam- 
rubber slab—a bed on wheels. She guided 
him gently inside and shove 
tape into the eight-track 


da Pigfoot 


You ain't hard like you think you are 
You're just Mister Softe 

When | touch your chocolate bar. 
You're just Mister Softee, 


She pulled off her top and her jeans. He sat 
there looking at her as if she were from 
Mars. She had no bathing suit marks. Her 
tits looked like two scoops of mocha ice 
cream with maraschino cherries on top. 
She had no behind, was an outie, and had 
an appendectomy scar. Tony felt faint. Ev- 
started to grow just a little dark 
the van was thick with the smell 
of sweat and foam rubber, Obviously, Tony 
was had. "Come or 1e said. “If we dan't 
hurry up, you won't have any time for lunch 

Tony was in a daze. He began taking off 


4 Ne 


he thought, and I mir ar 


le parking 


She sat cross-legged, kept her eyes 
closed, and fingered herself. "| got to give 
myself a head start.” she said. "I can see 


you're not going to be 
ery long 

Finally, she crawled toward him and 
pushed him over until he was on his back 
iS aver him, gra and 
stuck it in. She was loose as a goose inside 
With her on top and the foam rubber un- 
derneath, he started to feel claustrophobic 
He began to roll over on top of her 

Hey! Cut it out!” she said. “What is this 
Celebrity Wrestling? 

tj 

You just wanted to be on top. | tell you 

a alternate, Next time you can be 
rs seat. But this time why don't 
you be a nice teacher and lie back and let 
yourself get fucked so we can both get out 
of this stuffy van? 

As she nped, she dug her nails into 
his arms ar the skin on his collarbone. 
The whole experience—the startin 
new-job jitters, the sudden shifts from 
teaching nineteenth-century American 
novelists to having a fifteen-year-old’s teeth 

his neck and pu: 
while the Pigfoot g 


2 to hold out for 


up harmonized about 
penises—was giving him a sexual charge 
that he hadn't had since the first time hed 
been laid. He was rising and rising and 
itching and throbbing and thinking, This 
ones going to be it: the Big Bang 

But suddenly Nicky bounced away from 
Tony and was daubing her slit with a Wet 
One. 

Wham, bam, thank you, ma'am,” she 
said. “You surprised me. | thought you'd 


* Copyrignt © 1976 Hambone Music Lid. BMI All rights re- 
served. Used without permission 
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McSorley’s Cream Ale has 

all the bold, full-bodied flavour 


an ale should have--plus 
a smoothness no other ale has. 
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squirt the minute you saw me with my 
clothes off. 

“Hey, | didn't come yet,” he said. 

‘So whack off,” she said. “There's a copy 
of Penthouse in the rack there 

Hey, that isn't right," he said. 

‘Come on, stop whining,” she said as 
she pulled on her top and jeans. “You just 
got to ball a student on the second day of 
school. You want to come, too? Count your 
blessings. Hey, listen, if you're not going to 
tickle your good foot, let's go. I've got to 
lock up the van. You better get to the lunch- 
room before they close the line. | think you 
need to refuel 

Tony stumbled out of the van, heading 
toward the school. His balls were as blue 
a varicose vein under fluorescent light 
The thought of eating lunch turned his 
stomach. 

| didn't go into work the next day,” says 
Tony. “Didn't even call in—just walked 
away from the whole teaching thing. I've 
got a cousin who has a management- 
recruiting agency out in Palo Alto—sort of a 
gloritied employment agency. He let me go 
to work on a commission basis, and in six 
months I've built my take up to where I'm 
clearing $2,000 a month. You couldn't get 
me back into a high school for twice that 
much. For all | know, they've got hitters in 
the elementary schools, too. By the way: if 
you're doing a story and you run across a 
company that’s looking for executive per. 
sonnel, you ought to let me know. We could 
lit the commission, This is my card: that's 
my home number. | had to change it after | 
left Bel Air—girls kept calling me andr 
ing propositions you wouldn't believe 

Then there was Chris. a young consult- 
ing engineer whom | met on the line for 
Galatoire’s restaurant in New Orleans. We 
got to talking, | told him whom | wrote for 
and the very next thing, over mint juleps at 
Napoleon House, he was telling me about 
his love life. 

|! was driving from Atlanta to Savannah 
and around nine at night | got hungry and 
pulled off at a fast-food franchise—let's call 
it Burgerama. | walked up to the counter 
and asked for the deluxe model, Instan- 
taneously, the girl is handing it tome. | give 
her the money, and she gives me my 
change and says, ‘Y'all come back. Wanna 
fuck? 

| whip my head around, but no one else 
is within earshot. This girl—she couldn't 
have been more than sixteen—is standing 
there in this pastel uniform with a plastic 
name tag, ‘Marcy.’ Shining pink nose anda 
touch of acne, but built 

“| don't believe you said that, | said 

You can believe it’ she said. ‘Come on 
you want it or not? If you don't, you're gonna 
regret it all night. Come on, decide, While 
|'m standing here waiting for you to make 
up your mind, | could be cleaning the 
deep-fat fryer. 

| didn't think she was serious, but just to 
fool around | asked her what time she got 
off. | had no intention of waiting for her; | 
had a meeting the next morning, and | had 
to get to Savannah and get some sleep. 


ak- 


“She didn't say a word, just turned 
around and ran into the back. | shrugged 
and walked out of the place. So she was 
kidding around after all, | thought. Just as | 
got in my car and started it, there she was 
with a raincoat over her uniform, knocking 
on the window. | opened the door, and in 
she got 

You're through with work,’ | said 

‘We can cut away for a fast one any time 
we want to,’ she said. ‘Me and three of the 
other girls on the four-to-twelve shift. We 
take turns sitting on the night manager's 
face, and that’s our reward. | can only take 
a half hour now. | got to scrub out that fryer.’ 

| think you're serious, | said 

We'll see if you are, she said. ‘Turn left 
out of the parking lot and stop at the Teepee 
Village Motor Court about 500 yards up the 
road 

The Teepee Village was a decrepit 
motel with freestanding units which looked 
like Indian Teepees that could use a paint 
job. We drove to Teepee number fourteen 
Inside | smelled that special, non-Holiday 
Inn, non-HoJo, non-Travelodge perfume. 
They ought to bottle it and sell it to Hilton 
International. There were burn marks on 
the edges of all the furniture, the TV was a 
black-and-white with rabbit ears, and the 
Magic Fingers ate my quarter 

Then what?" | asked Chris 

That's what I'm still asking myself. | took 
my clothes off; she took her clothes off. | lay 
down on the bed; she lay down on the bed 
Next thing | knew she was back in her uni- 
form, standing by the door, looking at her 
watch, tsking while | took too long to comb 
muy hair and drawling. ‘Come on! | told you | 
got to go back and clean the fryer. |madea 
deal with the other girls at the Burgerama 
the other night when the four of us hit these 
four semi drivers at the same time in one 
teepee. Whichever one of us picked the 
guy with the biggest prick had to scrub out 
the french-fry machine. Hey, listen, you're 
beautiful enough to drive to Savannah. 
Come on! 

That's all there was to it?" | asked Chris 
Didn't you ball? 

| guess we must have. | mean, | put it in, 
and she closed her eyes and wiggled and 
grunted. But before | had even gotten 
started, she said, ‘Touchdown!’ Then she 
rolled out from under me, started getting 
dressed, and looked at her watch and 
began tsking. Hey, nurse? Another mint 
julep, if you will. And I'll tell you what—lI 
think you better make it a double.” 

Hitter chicks, ladies and gentlemen 
Who knows where one will strike next? The 
man-on-top-ism of the Fifties and Sixties is 
coming home to roost, and there's no way 
of defending yourself. You can try saying 

'Hey—what kind of boy do you think | 
am? 

I've got my reputation to think of 

I'm saving it for when | get married 

— only let girls touch me there on Tues- 
days, and today’s a Wednesday. 

But when that hitter starts going for your 
Bermuda Triangle, don't say | didn't warn 


you. O74 
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“«.,.a great, sprawling, 
splashy turn-on of a 
book!” “The compre- 
hensive compendium of 


The Whole Sex 
Catalogue 

Edited by 

Bernhardt J. Hurwood 


The most complete, 
entertaining and 
informative collection 
of erotic information 
ever published. The 
contents cover three 


thousand years and the 
entire planet. You can 
learn everything from 
the habits of prostitutes 
in ancient Babylon to 
where to finda 
swingers’ club in 
Kansas. 

It covers the 
geography, anatomy, 
history and mystery of 
sex. A partial table of 
contents includes 
GROUP SEX, 
APHRODISIACS, SEX 
THERAPY, LITERA- 
TURE, MOVIES, ART, 
HOMOSEXUALITY, 
BISEXUALITY, SEX 
AND THE SUPER- 


NATURAL, AS WELL 
AS AN UP-TO-THE- 
MINUTE GUIDE 
LISTING CLUBS, 
ORGANIZATIONS, 
PUBLICATIONS AND 
SCENES WHERE 
YOU CAN FIND 
ANYTHING YOU 
WANT. 


Lavishly Illustrated! 
More than 1,000 
photographs, drawings 
and paintings! 

One of the supreme 
erotic achievements 
of our time! 


Edited by Bernhardt J. 
Hurwood, “the sex- 
conscious man’s H. G. 
Wells,” author of more 
than 50 books. 


Now offered for the 
first time through the 
mail. Send $6.50 for 
this monumental work 
(plus $1.00 postage and 
handling) and receive 
this handsome 8¥% x11 
inch outsized 
masterpiece. Send to 
Penthouse Book 
Society, Dept. 
PH641175PH 

909 Third Avenue, 
New York, N.Y. 10022. 
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Pashion Finder 


The following manufacturers and department 
stores supply the fashions shown on pages 
127-131. For “where to buy” information, 
contact these manufacturers or stores, 


BROTHERS II 
352 Seventh Avenue 
New York, NY. (212) 695-8469 


Bonwit Teller 

Chicago, Ill, (312) 337-4841 

E.C. Dittrich Furs 

Detroit, Mich, (313) 873-8300 
Edward Kakas Furs 

Boston, Mass. (617) 536-1858 
Gartenhaus 

Chevy Chase, Md. (301) 656-2800 
Inwin Roberts 

San Francisco, Calif. (415) 362-6608 
John Tauben Furs 

Dallas, Tex. (214) 631-6602 

York Furriers 

Elmhurst, lll, (312) 832-2200 


RAFAEL FASHIONS 

29 West Fifty-sixth Street 

New York, NY. (212) 582-1760 
Vest 

Jerry Magnin 

Beverly Hills, Calif. (213) 273-5910 
Jodhpurs: 

Dino's 

Cincinnati, Ohio (513) 421-5692 
Jumpsuit 

Bonwit Teller 

New York, Chicago, and Beverly Hills 
Bush jacket 

Louis 

Boston, Mass. (617) 965-6100 


EUROPECRAFT 
390 Fifth Avenue 
New York, N.Y, (212) 594-4712 


ARTHUR RICHARDS SPORT 
31 West Fifty-sixth Street 
New York, N.Y, (212) 247-2300 


Louis, 
Boston, Mass, (617) 965-6100 


Pincus Brothers 

San Antonio, Tex. (512) 227-7171 
Dimensions 

Philadelphia, Pa. (215) LO 4-1132 
Harbourtown 

Hilton Head, S.C. 


SCOTTS-GREY LTD. 
40 West Fifty-fifth Street 
New York, N.Y. (212) 541-5522 


Macy's 

San Francisco, Calif. (415) 397-3333 
Bamberger's 

New Jersey (201) 565-1234 


BERTPALEYLTD. 
1290 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. (212) 765-2400 


Leather Vest: 


Vaca Leathers 

San Francisco, Calif. (415) 441-5235 
Turner Brothers 

Chicago, Ill, (312) 266-2000 
Parka Jacket: 

Saks Fifth Avenue 

New York, N.Y. (212) 753-4000 
Bergdorf Goodman 

New York, N.Y. (212) 753-7300 
Nowell's 

Raleigh, N.C. (919) 832-5809 
Al Baskin 

doliet, til 


Brian Ltd 
Colorado Springs, Colo. 


JEAN-PAUL GERMAIN 
15 West Thirty-ninth Street 
New York, N.Y. (212) 594-2944 


Mr, Guy 

Beverly Hills, Calif. (213) 275-4143 
Ultimo 

Chicago, Ill. (312) 787-0906 
Tyrone 


Cedarhurst, NY, (516) 569-3330 


PHILIPPE VENET—PARIS 
135 West Fiftieth Street 
New York, N.Y. (212) 586-3045, 


Fedric 

New London, Conn. (203) 447-9400 
The Cricket Shop: 

Cedarhurst, N.Y. (516) 569-1230 


Mink's 
South Orange, N.J. (201) 762-6465 


For accessories, please contact: 


LENORE MARSHALL LTD. 
333 Seventh Avenue 

New York, N.Y. (212) 947-5945 
VERDE SHOE COMPANY 
Campanelli Parkway 
Stoughton, Mass. (617) 344 7110 
WEISS AND MAHONEY, INC. 
142 Fifth Avenue 

New York, NY. (212) 675-1915 
ROBERT BRUCE, INC, 

1345 Sixth Avenue 

New York, NY. (212) 581-7726 


COHEN'S FASHION OPTICAL 
767 Lexington Avenue 

New York, N.Y. (212) 751-6652 
FRYE BOOT COMPANY 

84 Chestnut Street 

Marlboro, Mass. (617) 481-0600 
IN-FOCUS LTD. 

762 Third Averiue 

New York, NY. (212) MU 8-5192 
ACME BOOT COMPANY 

Box 749 

Clarksville, Tenn. (615) 645-2471 
DANTE INC,/DIVISION OF GENESCO 
401 Fifth Avenue 

New York, N.Y, (212) 683-3470 
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SAAB 99 EMS 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 149 - 


be a little extreme, a great majority of 
people who own or have owned Saabs will 
buy only another Saab, 

The overriding factor that all Saab own- 
ers seem to appreciate most is the safety 
that is built into their cars. Saab has been 
deeply committed to safety for over thirty 
years; and the kind of safety you find ina 
Saab is not the government-legislated kind 
you find in American cars—ike air bags 
and heavy bumpers and ignition interlocks. 
Saab safety begins in the car's bones and 
permeates the vehicle, down to the last 
fleck of paint. 

Saabs have a unitized construction, as 
well as a built-in roll bar that will allow the 
Car to flip on its roof without collapsing the 
driver and passengers. The front and rear 
segments are designed to “crush” or cave 
in at a predetermined rate, so as to absorb 
impacts rather than transmitting them to 
the passengers. 

All Saabs have dual-diagonal braking. 
On many other cars the hookup is the front 
pair and the rear pair. With the Saab, when 
one system fails, you still have (diagonally) 
one rear and one front brake for stopping. 
In demonstrations we've seen of this sys- 
tem, when one set of brakes was deacti- 
vated, the car would still stop—from 60 
mph—in a straight line; it took a little longer 
to stop, but it did stop straight. 

When more front- and rear-end protec- 
tion was legislated into being in this coun- 
try, most manufacturers appended heavier 
bumpers and built in heavy shock- 
absorber systems. Of course, about the 
best place to put weight if you want to louse 
up the handling of a car is where the 
bumpers are. Saab's solution beats any 
other system we've seen. The unobtrusive- 
looking bumpers consist of aluminum 
channels holding plastic blocks; the unit is 
Coated with rubber and held in place by a 
stainless-steel strap. The bumpers deform 
on ipact and then pop back into shape. 

Above all, Saab has active safety 
characteristics. The engine is the latest 
version of Saab's four-cylinder, overhead- 
cam, 1,985cc power plant. It was originally 
designed for Saab in England and manu- 
factured by British-Leyland. Saab, how- 
ever, has been working on this particular 
engine for years, and it is now a distinctly 
Saab creation. 

The success of the Swedish modifica- 
tions is proved by the fact that the engine 
doesn't require a catalytic converter for 
handling emissions—not even in Califor- 
nia. In that state an air pump keeps the 
emissions within what are probably the 
Strictest limits in the world. Power output is 
115 hp for the forty-nine-state car and 110 
hp for the California version. 

The power in the new EMS comes on 
strong, and the engine winds smoothly well 
Past the 5,500-rpm red line on the tach, 
with no bad effects. The engine is torquey 
enough not to require, in normal cruising, 


too much shifting out of fourth gear; it will 
pick up perkily from under 2,000 rpm in 
fourth gear, even on a grade. The exhaust 
note, while not loud at all, has a throaty, 
sports-car-ish sound. 

The 0-to-60-mph times we recorded are 
by no means outstanding—in the eleven- 
second range. But what makes Saabs 
such superlative rally cars is their consis- 
tently high speed over all types of roads 
With its combination of front-wheel drive 
and superb suspension, the Saab EMS, 
while not the quickest on pickup, will usual- 
ly get to where it's going first. The average 
mileage we recorded was commendable 
for a car weighing 2,650 pounds: 28 mpg 
Since the EMS has a 14.5-gallon gas tank, 
this comes out to a cruising range of more 
than 400 miles 

The interior of the Saab EMS is all luxury, 
comfort, and practicality. The driver's seat 
ineorporates a built-in heater that switches 
on automatically when the interior tempera- 
ture goes below sixty deqrees—a nice 
touch in this country and a necessity in 
Sweden. The height of the seats (and of the 
car itself) gives you the feeling that you're 
driving in a position of authority, The low 
hood line (facilitated by the 45-degree tilt of 
the engine) also contributes to the excel- 
lent frontal visibility. 

The upholstery is exceptionally good- 
looking and has a nice feel, It is mainly 
nylon velour, with leather-looking, vinyl 
Inm, Unique pop-out headrests are incor- 
porated into the backs of all seats 

Head room, hip room, shoulder room 
leg room—you name it, there is plenty of it 
in the Saab. The backseats are especially 
roomy and comfortable for this day and 
age of four-seat cars capable of carrying 
only two people and two moppets. The 
backseats also fold down, providing 45.9 
cubic feet of carrying room that accommo- 
dates objects up to six feet long. 

Like most front-wheel-drive cars, the 
Saab “understeers”’: it seems to want to go 
straight ahead when you're going around a 
fast corner. However, the amount of under- 
steer is very predictable and controllable— 
just back off on the gas. Also like most front- 
wheel-drive cars, the Saab displays some 
torque steering—a slight tendency, under 
hard acceleration in a tight corner, for the 
front wheels to want to straighten out 

Complaints? Remarkably few. We don't 
particularly like the seat belt arrangement 
Unless the belt loop is perfectly smooth, 
the latch wont close, and this can be a 
headache. The door openers on the inside 
are located pretty far out of reach, and they 
aren't the easiest things in the world to op- 
erate. The ignition lock is located between 
the seats, and itis also not the easiest thing 
to find at night. 

There are some aspects of the Saab 
EMS that require getting used to, but in the 
long run it’s worth it. At a little more than 
$7,000, the EMS could be classified as an 
upper-middle-priced car. 

There's only one real danger in owning a 
Saab. Once you get used to one, it's hard to 
own anything else.Ot-q, 
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imula Condom. 


It’s like hundreds of tiny fingers urging 
a woman to let go. 


Now you can reach a level of sexual pleasure 
that only months ago was unheard of. 

A condom delicately ribbed to give a woman 
gentle, urging sensations. 

Yet, with a shape and thinness that let a man feel 
almost like he’s wearing nothing at all. 

Made with a new “nude” latex that transmits body 
heat instantaneously, Stimula is supremely sensitive. 

It’s anatomically shaped to cling to the penis. 

And SK-70, a remarkable “dry” silicone lubricant 
works with natural secretions so Stimula’s scientifically 
patterned ribs can massage a woman effortlessly. 

Made by the world’s largest manufacturer of 
condoms, a million have already been sold in Sweden 
and France. 

Orders are shipped in discreet packages; send 
for your sample today. 
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Yes, you can have a FULL COLOR 
\POSTER blown up from your 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 162 


Penthoust George Meany? _ Meany? 

Sadlowski: You ask me about Meany. | ask 
what you're measuring him by. That's a 
horseshit answer to an unfair question. | 
don't consider him the epitome of what the 
labor movement should be. Meany has 
been very, very consistent on domestic af- 
fairs. | think, however, he should have said 
more than he said. 

On foreign affairs he's been simply terri- 
ble. The grain question |'m not so sure ab- 
out The grain companies are going ‘to 
benefit greatly by this. But on détente 
Meany was absolutely incorrect. I'm not 
against detente. I'm all for guys sitting 
down in the back room and talking. There's 
nothing wrong with Russians or Chinese or 
Arabs or Jews. The sooner we fealize it's 
one world, the better. That's not Marxism; 
that's humanism, 

| don'thave a political philosophy. I'm not 
that sophisticated, 

Penthouse: When you started at U.S, Steel 
back in 1956, what was the main gripe 
among the steelworkers? 

Sadlowski: The same gripe we have right 
now, so far as gripes against the union are 
concerned, and that is that there are no 
democratic principles in the union. In 1957 
we had local elections, and nobody could 
get heard. Another thing that people were 
griping about—and this is contrary to my 
principles—was, “Goddamn it, we're ‘al- 
ways on strike!” But | guess it was true at 
that stage. The steelworkers had been on 
strike in 1949, 1952, 1953, and 1956. They 
went oul again in 1959. Every time a con- 
tract came up for renewal, everyone was 
on strike, But let me tell you something— 
the best gains were made during that 
period. All the economic gains were made 
then, the rules, the improvement of condi- 
tions in the plant 

We've done nothing since 1959, and the 
union has gone sour. This is contrary to 
what a lot of labor leaders—Abel, David 
McDonald—would like you to think. But 
they've become “statesmen.” They have 
no responsiveness. There's no compatibil- 
ity between these diplomats and the guy in 
the shop. The guy in the shop doesn't want 
to chuck the union. He wants it so bad he's 
grasping for it. It's not there for him to grab. 
He doesn't know where to turn, The shop 
foreman isn't motherfucking the union. He 
wants to grab on. But “statesmanship" has 
dissipated militancy. It's dissipated a thou- 
sand things the worker ought to have. 
Penthouse: Are you talking about things 
like sweetheart contracts between Abel, 
McDonald, and U.S. Steel? 

Sadlowski: No, that's not what I’m saying at 
all. Abel doesn't get money from U.S. Steel. 
They don’t pay him for being a dinosaur. 
Abel is very inconsistent. I've seen him 
come out strong. I've seen him backtrack. 
Abel is his own boss. The Steelworkers 
Union is not corrupt in the conventional 
sense of some industrialist paying off some 


union chief. That's not the name of the 
game, 

What I'm talking about is attitude and 

responsiveness versus ‘'statesmanship.” 
Abel is no grafter—the man's decent in that 
respect, He just doesn't know what's com- 
ing down. He does not develop an attitude 
of giving the workers the benefit of what 
they produce. His attitude is one of more 
sweat for more productivity. He talks about 
striking in order to produce more. That 
alone puts me at loggerheads with him. 
Penthouse: When did you decide to chal- 
lenge the union leadership by running for 
Chicago district representative? What 
made you take a stand? 
Sadlowski: The direction the union was go- 
ing in, Itneeded to become more responsi- 
ble, The system itself required a very pro- 
hibitive nominating system. It required a 
certain number of local unions to make 
nominations—specifically five, plus one for 
every 10,000 members in the district 
That's only 5 or 6 percent, but it conceals 
the actual mechanics of an operation, 
which didn't allow a candidate to know 
what time elections were being held or 
where the polling sites were going to be: 
and which denied observers—denied all 
kinds of information needed to campaign 
and to understand how to campaign. 

All this shit existed in the Steelworkers 
Union. There was no way of knowing what 
was going on. Each local union would se- 
lect its tellers autonomously, select its poll- 
ing sites autonomously, select its hours 
during the election day arbitrarily—tifteen 
hours to vote in one place, one hour in the 
next. And you write asking where and when 
the elections are going to be held, and you 
get no answer. Having gradually wormed 
out the information, | got my observers into 
some of the polling places, only to have 
them kicked out 

When you talk about breeding social 
mobility, social progress, social upheaval, 
labor unions are in the forefront in this coun- 
try. But when it comes to their own houses, 
the unions leave a lot to be desired. Like 
George Meany If you compare him to the 
money changers on Wall Street, he's a real 
sore thumb of a good guy. Inside the labor 
union, however, there's no standard by 
which you can judge him, 

Penthouse: Was the AFL ever an appreci- 
able force in representing labor in this 
country? 

Sadlowski: In certain areas, sure. That's 
what |'m saying about Meany. He came out 
of the AFL—representing the plumbers. | 
sometimes wonder if the ice carriers and 
harness makers are still where he's at. | 
wonder if Meany doesn't come out of the 
great era of horseshoe-making. 

But there are distinct periods in AFL his- 
tory. William Z, Foster organized the 1919 
steel strike under the auspices of the AFL. 
Then Samuel Gompers, that asshole, ad- 
vocated a back-to-work order in late 1919. 
The AFL blew it and continued to blow it 
The 1930s were tragic. Unemployment in- 
surance, a social movement—any and ev- 
erything was opposed by the AFL. Even 


today the AFL would be very opposed to 
much of the social legislation. 
Penthouse: Do you envision ultimate own- 
ership of the industry by the people who 
work in the industry? 

Sadlowski: No. That might work in Western 
Europe, to some degree, but it doesn't 
seem likely here. Legends have it that the 
old International Workers of the World ad- 
vocated that. The |WW claimed that there's 
no compatibility between the workers and 
the boss, but nowhere do | tind the |IWW 
saying the workers should take over a 
shop, They were decent guys, but I'm not 
all that enthralled by the hero-worship sur- 
rounding them. That's gone out of my 
blood. 

Penthouse: Who were your heroes? 
Sadlowski: Babe Ruth. He hit the ball 
farther. That's what the American dream 
was all about. That's my kind of hero. If you 
hero-worship someone like John L, Lewis, 
you're going to get emotionally fucked up 
John L. Lewis was a great guy between 
1935 and 1938. His organizing in 1939 was 
a tragedy, but people can't see through the 
mysticism surrounding him, Babe Ruth hit 
sixty homers. How many homers did John 
L. Lewis hit? 

Penthouse: Do you think the CIO provided 
an effective alternative to the AFL then? 
Sadlowski: Yeah. The ClO was fresh. But it 
didn't follow through. 

Penthouse: Do you think this was because 
of all the witch-hunting and Red-baiting 
that went on in the ClO after World War |I? 
Sadlowski: It may have happened in num- 
bers noticeable to newspaper reporters 
after World War II, but the purges really 
started in 1938-1939. What John L. Lewis 
did then was to install Murray as the head of 
the Steelworkers committee. Under Lewis's 
guidance Murray got rid of every left-wing 
organizer. This was 1939-1940, There 
must have been ten or fifteen major orga- 
nizers who were drummed out of the Steel- 
workers alone. Lewis himself left in 1941, 
with the election of Roosevelt. From then 
on, Murray, who was then head of the ClO 
and head of the Steelworkers, set the tone. 
People emphasize the purges of 1946. The 
purge that happened then was not a purge 
of the overzealous guys. It was a purge of 
the hangers-on. 

Penthouse: How did this affect the Steel- 
workers? 

Sadlowski: When | was a kid, | remember 
that when the Steelworkers went on strike, 
the shoemaker would have a Steelworker's 
Special: $5.99 for a pair of shoes. And the 
saloon keepers would have signs in the 
taverns, "Steelworkers Special.’ When | 
was a kid, all you heard on the streets was 
CIO since it was a fucking Steelworkers 
neighborhood. You don’t hear that any- 
more. Abel contributed to this apathy. Mc- 
Donald contributed to it. We hear this bull- 
shit about the Steelworkers Union having 
responsiveness to the industry. I'm sure 
Abe! didn't talk that kind of shit years ago. 
Penthouse: What was the significance of 
the merger of the AFL and ClO? 
Sadlowski: They gave out lead pencils to 


commemorate it, Meany looked like shit—I 
thought he was going to die. He had to be 
helped up onto the platform by his men. He 
looks a lot better now. The whole thing 
symbolized ideology. It was an act of sell- 
preservation. It was a question of rate 
pacts—there was a lot of internal strife in 
the labor unions in the country. The price 
that the country has paid for the merger has 
been dear. The price we paid was 50,000 
kids in Vietnam. 

Who could have put a stop to that? Nota 
kid in the street—but the American labor 
movement could have. The involvement in 
Southeast Asia was supported by the 
AFL-CIO. | feel sure that ten years earlier 
the CIO would have opposed it. The price 
we paid in 1955 bore fruit in 1965. I'm firmly 
convinced the ClO would earlier have had 
enough balls to stand up to it. But now | 
think there will be a revitalization, a move 
toward the old CIO spirit 
Penthouse: Why did you decide to run for 
office in your union? 

Sadlowski: | wanted the job, and | thought | 
could do the job better. Why does anyone 
tun? That's an asshole question 
Penthouse: There are a lot of assholes in 
America, and one of the things assholes 
ask is why the unions constantly want wage 
increases. How do you answer that? 
Sadlowski: | think that all that the unions 
want is their just cut in what they're produc- 
ing. | want the same cut of profit as U.S. 
Steel gets. 

Penthouse: That's a pretty radical premise, 
wouldn't you say? 

Sadlowski: That's not radical; that's the 
common sense that's been around the 
labor movement for a hundred years—and 
ignored for a hundred years. Debs talked 
about that. A lot of people talked about that. 
Penthouse: And they were knocked off. 
What makes you think you're any different? 
Sadlowski: It's a different ball game. 
Penthouse: How long is it going to take you 
to get your men the same cut as U.S. Steel 
gets? 

Sadlowski; There's no timetable on that 
Penthouse: What kind of opposition did 
you encounter when you decided to chal- 
lenge the district leadership? 

Sadlowski: You didn't know where the poll- 
ing sites were. You weren't told where the 
locals were located, You didn't know what 
time anything was happening. And when 
you found all this out, bit by bit, your men 
were stomped on for being around. The 
first election had supposedly 45,000 votes 
cast. We lost by 1,700. 

We appealed through the internal mech- 
anism, which is a swamp and a fallacy. | 
appealed and got the margin narrowed 
down. It was still a fallacy. We went into 
federal court, The federal government 
sued, about ten months after the election, 
and set the election aside because of mas- 
sive voter fraud, ballot-box stuffing, misuse 
of union funds. You name it—they did it. 

Five days before going into court and 
standing in front of a judge, our opponents 
threw their hands up and called anew elec- 
tion themselves. The second election was 
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supervised by about 300 federal mar- 
shalls. We won by a two-to-one margin. 
The hierarchy of the Steelworkers made 
our propaganda for us, actually. The best 
thing | had going for me was |. W. Abel and 
his organization. 
Penthouse: How do you see yourself affect- 
ing the status of the worker? 
Sadlowski: Many people have been criti- 
cal, but | think that we're on the threshold of 
bringing about a total change. We're at that 
first stage, that of making people feel 
they're a part of the union. We're trying to 
give people the right to vote on their own 
contracts, to give people the right to sanc- 
tion what is negotiated for them. Right now, 
the terms of grievance are too narrow, and 
we want to widen the definition. 
Penthouse: And to do this, you want to be 
president of the Steelworkers Union. 
Sadlowski: | would say it is something that 
anyone in my position would strive for. It's a 
question of whral you could do with it. Right 
now, the individual on the shop floor has no 
rights. Our union has deprived him of de- 
mocracy. Democracy is not alive and well, 
contrary to what Abel says. 
Penthouse: What do you think of Cesar 
Chavez? 
Sadlowski: He's basically a very decent 
man, one of the best people in the labor 
movement. He pursued the course the 
people he represented wanted pursued, 
He's been very successful in that. Chavez 
comes out of an industry that's never had 
any semblance of organizational structure. 
Steinbeck wrote about an organizational 
structure in the 1930s that was a castle in 
the air. It didn't exist 

But what the Teamsters are doing is a 
very bad thing, Chavez's farm-workers 
union should have jurisdiction over the 
farm workers. Where the fuck were the 
Teamsters forty years ago? They sure 
weren't in the farm fields of California. Now 
the Teamsters come in and sign workers; 
it's what the fucking growers want. It's pure 
self-aggrandizement on the Teamsters’ 
part. Who knows how far their tentacles go 
inside the pension plans, how much they 
make off it in the long run? 
Penthouse: How would you describe 
Meany’s relation to the UFW? 
Sadlowski: It's a bunch of bullshit. Meany 
has been consistent with the UFW—con- 
sistently slow. The reforms could have 
been enacted ten years ago if Meany had 
given his support. 
Penthouse: Do the farm workers suffer the 
worst conditions of all large labor groups? 
Sadiowski: Far from it. There are tens of 
thousands of millions of laborers of all sorts 
suffering the worst possible conditions, 
How do you differentiate between different 
kinds of dehumanizing conditions? The 
girls punching key punches for IBM ma- 
chines all day long aren't that different from 
those working the spindle forty years ago. 
And Pinkerton detectives are still running 
rampant. They're doing a land office busi- 
ness; they're bigger today than they ever 
were when they were breaking strikes. 

Now we have not only Pinkertons to con- 
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tend with; we also have government-sub- 
sidized state and federal agencies, the 
CIA, the FBl—a thousand fucking agen- 
cies to contend with, and they're all coming 
up with the same shit. They screw up things 
in court. They distort reports, They still find 
Commie organizers in every saloon. They 
manipulate political fears when the prob- 
lem has nothing to do with ideology, when it 
involves no more than two guys sitting in 
the back room, trying to figure out some 
way to better their lives 
Penthouse: Are you a capitalist? 
Sadlowski: No, I'm not a capitalist. I've 
never owned anything. 
Penthouse: If you could replace capital- 
ism, what would you replace it with? 
Sadlowski: It's not a question of a system. 
It's a question of the distribution of the sys- 
tem. The worker should get a larger share 
than he's getting now. That's simple—a 
simple solution to a simple problem. All I've 
ever advocated in my life is for the worker to 
get his just due. 

You know, | never met anyone who works 


- a 


Right now, 
the worker on the shop floor 
has no rights. Contrary 
to what the union leaders say, 
democracy is not alive 
and well. 


saan ee 
in asteel mill who loves what he's doing. No 
one likes to get up at five in the morning. | 
did term work for a while, and | remember 
going to bed at nine o'clock and getting up 
the next morning and being so tired | 
couldn't move. | never met anyone in his 
right mind who loved working in the steel 
mill or who said he did. And | have a feeling 
that if such a guy exists, he’s some liberal 
punk who will last two months—and feel 
like a he-man because he's sweated for 
once in his life. 

Penthouse: Do you think that the people 
who work in the plants are always going to 
feel alienated? 

Sadlowski: | do, | think that the plants are 
made for that purpose. First of all, to start 
an industrial society, you have to capture 
people, You get a bunch of immigrants with- 
out any legal resources, and you put them 
in plants. You make a language barrier. If 
they strike, you beat their heads in. Or you 
try psychic blackmail, coming up with 
some Calvinistic scheme whereby the 
worker will think he's saving his soul by 
becoming an ox who works from sunrise to 
sundown, It's a good way to repent for 
being born. You make propaganda about 


the salutary effects of hard work. You make 
:Propaganda about the moral stamina in- 
volved in becoming a slave. You surround it 
with the glamor of the American dream, 
The poor motherfucker who works for 
forty years and has nothing to show for it, 
who feels his whole life has been wast- 
ed—he'll disprove all of that bullshit in forty 
seconds. Put the son ot a bitch whose fa- 
ther has a million dollars to work at the blast 
furnace for the same amount of time, and | 
guarantee that kind of shit will cease to 
exist. 
Penthouse: That's very nice, as an emo- 
tional argument, but how are you going to 
change this? 
Sadlowski: Technology. With technology, 
the ultimate goal of organized labor is for 
no man to have to go down into the bowels 
of the earth and dig coal. No man will have 
to be subjected to the blast furnace. We 
have already benefited from what our 
brains have produced technologically. 
We've reduced labor forces from 520,000, 
fifteen years ago, to 400,000 today. Let's 
reduce thern to 100,000. The coal miners 
went from 400,000 to 68,000. 
Penthouse: But what happens to the guys 
who get laid off? 
Sadlowski: In the present structure, they 
find employment somewhere else. Society 
absorbs it. 
Penthouse: How does society absorb it? 
There seem to be a lot of unabsorbed peo- 
ple right now. 
Sadlowski: That's not what I'm talking 
about. I'm talking about shared technolog- 
ical advancements in the industry. How 
many guys in that mill could be whatever 
they want to be? Whatever the need is— 
carpet-layers, doctors, plumbers—what- 
ever society needs. Let's have the steel 
industry, by virtue of what it is capable of 
producing, subsidize education. Do that! 
Penthouse : | thought that with the so-called 
energy crisis, a lot more people were dig- 
ging coal. 
Sadiowski: They're fucked up. This goes 
into the multi-billion-dollar-defense bud- 
get, and that’s the reason behind the en- 
ergy crisis. Cut down on that, change your 
priorities, and it wouldn't happen. 
Penthouse: Do you think that there's an 
increased consciousness among Ameri- 
can workers as to the conditions under 
which they are working and how these 
might be ameliorated? 
Sadlowski: If you had asked that question 
five to seven years ago, | would have an- 
swered yes. Today, however, the economic 
situation dissipates a consciousness that 
needs to take better root. The “conscious- 
ness" now is just wanting to have a job. 
Penthouse: | thought you said society 
would absorb those people? 
Sadlowski: Well, it can. It won't right now, 
but it could—any time. Just now, the con- 
sciousness reverts back to what it was five 
or six generations ago. In the sixties there 
was a degree of social consciousness, a 
humanitarian consciousness about the 
workplace. What happens is that a reces- 
sion is made in order to throw people back 


into their earlier positions. The industrialist 
benefits by that—that motherfucker ain't 
gonna lose on this thing. The same for the 
antipollution movement: the manipulation 
of the economics dissipates an under- 


standing of that 


oe comer fOr extra pleasure 
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Pollution that is upheld because it provides 
jobs for a few years? 

Sadlowski: Exactly. That's how the industri- 
alists operate. They say: force us into 
changes, and we'll have to put a few of you 
out on the street. We get hoodwinked by 
that kind of shit. Look, I've been snow- 
Jjobbed, too, like everyone else has been 
snow-jobbed. It's time to bring that era to 
an end. What kind of legacy is going to be 
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left to my children? It's one hell of a thing to 
say, but an important thing for me to 
say—we just don't need any more steel 
mills. We don't need that kind of industrial 
growth, at the expense of what the envi- 
ronment should be. We can't. as a matter of 
fact, consume what the existing steel mills 


produce; so let's call a halt. Enough with | 


the car! How many more cars do we need?. 
It's too much. It's gagging me. | like candy, 
but | get a bellyache. 

Penthouse: Do you think that the majority of 
the steelworkers would agree with that po- 
sition? 

Sadlowski: Sure, but you've gotta expose 
them to the truth first. Not educate—just 
expose. People learn very quick. 
Penthouse: Do you think that nonplant 
workers still look down on plant workers? 
Sadlowski: | don’t know. The fact of the 
matter is that there are supposed to be 87 
million people actively involved in the mar- 
ketplace. Do they all look down on one 
another? If | said that the people in the 
marketplace were “nonplant workers,” I'd 
probably have at least 55 million people 
bitching at me. The fact of the matter is that 
35 million people produce all the goods for 
210 million people in America today. 

The person who looks down his nose 
and this is the real tragedy—is the menial 
chickenshit suckhole who happens to be a 
clerk, an errand boy, a corporal in the army. 
There are hospital workers who act real 
aloof because they have some technical 
title—for mopping the operating-room 
floor. Society is loaded with corporals 
They look down. It's goofiness. | know 
shoe-store owners who have three em- 
ployees and who call each of them a 
“manager"—morning manager, evening 
manager, night manager 

| remember the time when | was laid off at 
the mill. | was drawing about ninety bucks a 
week on unemployment, lying on my ass. 
and | go down to buy a pair of shoes. | find 
I'm making more than one of these "man- 
agers’ —and I'm laid off! And he's working 
eight hours a day! He’s getting very indig- 
nant about unions, saying the labor move- 
ment created the situation, | tell him to geta 
job in the steel mills. He didn't want that. He 
wanted clean fingernails. 

Penthouse: How do you assess Walter 
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Premature climax frequently 

frustrates the fulfillment of a 
truly satisfying relationship 
between man and woman. 


Detane is a desensitizing 
lubricant that provides 
dependable climax control 
for men... leading to increased 
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Detane is an unscented 
invisible gel. Available without 
prescription at leading pharmacies, 
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Sadlowski: Reuther | meta few times, when 
he was speaking—that was years ago. I'm 
not caught up in his mysticism. Yet | think 
that Reuther was probably the most signifi- 
cant, decent labor leader in the last quar- 
ler century. In my opinion, he was progres- 
sively sound. 
Penthouse: Do you regard him as someone 
who was politically smart? 
Sadlowski: | don't know. What do you 
mean? 
Penthouse: Well, he got recognition from 
the three automobile manufacturers for the 
UAW. 
Sadlowski: That's not that keen; that's 
pure muscle. A guy on the street can do 
that. From a social viewpoint, | think his 
outlook could have made the labor move- 
ment far more progressive, if he had only 
been given some room. Reuther's whole 
output would have been different if he 
hadn't had to pass through the fifties 
drudge. Coming into that period, he really 
got boxed. The Auto Workers led the scene 
among industrial unions for nine or ten 
years. Then Reuther withdrew. It's easy to 
be critical, but God knows what some of 
those guys went through. Those fucking 
Quys took a browbeating! | know guys who 
sit down and cry about that shitty time. 
even now; it's that fresh in their memory. 
People were drawing blank walls. There 
was nowhere to turn. 
Penthouse: What about Hoffa? 
Sadlowski: Well, I'd get $50,000 if | knew 
where he was buried. No doubt about it, 
somebouy nailed him. Hoffa was never a 
hero of mine, but | never considered him a 
monster either. There was a real goofiness 
about him, a goofy romanticism that he 
Played up. He said to himself: things aren't 
so bad as long as | have a piece of the pie. 
I's almost naive 

Hoffa's trouble really came into being in 
the early sixties, when he started advocat- 
ing a national agreement. Fifteen years 
ago you found Hoffa saying that if they 
didn't make concessions to the union, 
every wheel in the country would stop. 
That's when the government started com- 
ing down heavy on him. They didn't give a 
fuck whether Hoffa was tampering with this 
pension fund or that fund. They threw him in 
jail for jury tampering. There were a 
thousand other things they could have 
thrown him into the bin for—| know what I'm 
talking about. The son of a bitch really de- 
served to go into the shithouse. But Hoffa 
got thrown into jail only for talking about 
large-scale strikes 

He wasn't changing anything, He wasn't 
making any sand. He wasn't advocating 
any social change. Some guy grabbed him 
up on the street, put him in a car, drove him 
to wherever. He was dead the first day. Ev- 
eryone knew it 
Penthouse: |s there racism inside the 
union? 
Sadlowski: Well, we can't stick our heads in 


the sand and say racism doesn't exist. It's 
very prevalent in craft unions. In the Steel- 
workers, the racism is furthered by a 
nepotism that finds positions for cousins, 
brothers, and so forth. It's existed for a 
long, long time. It goes back to the mag- 
nate who hired blacks to work the blast 
furnaces and whites for the machine 
shops. Theoretically, the ClO created a lot 
of openings. It remained theoretical. Now 
we have to look at our faults and correct 
them, 

Penthouse: |s that happening? 
Sadlowski: To some degree, but not 
enough. I'm not one to advocate that 
blacks get this and whites get that, by vir- 
tue of percentage. | think that's the worst 
thing we can do, That reverts to national- 
ism, and I'm a bitter opponent of 
nationalism. | hope that someday we can 
Say a guy is just a guy. 

The Steelworkers Union has a great deal 
of prejudice in that there's no representa- 
tion reflecting black membership. But 
again, the blacks haven't come forward. A 
man will argue, “How can they?” | agree 
There are no simple solutions to this sort of 
thing. But | think we're going to see a tre- 
mendous insurgency on the part of blacks 
It's long overdue. 

| hope the day comes to pass when we 
don't elect people because they're white 
or black, but because the guy is good and 
wants to do what's right. That is the best 
compliment | can pay somebody. O+-_ 


How to: 


We're the Consumer 
Information Center of 
the government. And 
our free-catalog lists 
over 20U brochures, 
booklets, and publica- 
tions that tell you how 
to manage your money 
better, grow vegetables 
in containers, buy a 
used car. How to doa 
lot of different things. 


Free catalog. 


How to get the catalog 

that lists them all? 
Just write Consumer 

Information Center, 


Pueblo, Colorado 
81009. 


EXCLUSIVE EDITIONS 
BY JOSEPH DOLCE 
EXCELLENT QUALITY 


FRAMED OR UNFRAMED* 


761 WAYS OF LOVE, 


10x26 $40 


Pale 


762 DREAMERS, 


I} 
12x16 $35 763 FANTASY, 12x16 $35 


764 | LOVE YOU, 12x16 $35 765 LOVERS, 


766 ENVY, 


9x12 $25 767 CIRCLE OF LOVE, 9x12 $30 


y | aesthetics international, 
specialists in fine art, is 
proud to present erotic art work 
from the prize-winning studio of 
Joseph Dolce. These exclusive 
editions are quality printed on 
the highest grade linen paper — 
each one a classic investment in 
sensuality. They are exclusively 
available, framed or unframed, 
through Aesthetics International. 


Three different ready-to-hang attractive and sturdy 
frames are available. Walnut finish with (1) Silver 
tennite trim; (2) Gold tennite trim; or (3) Black tennite 
trim. All frames are $9.95 each. Allow 6 weeks de 
livery for framing. 


768 LUV KNOT, 


9x12 $30 


ORDER FORM 
aesthetics international 
Pp. 0, box 2 
inwood, new york 11696 


| enclose check money order 
name 
address 
city, state zip, 
if Check Type | Frame 
How | Print | Unframed Frame Desired Price (All 
Many | No. price (ea,) TOTAL 


TOTAL 


framing. All prices include taxes, posta 


Allow 4 weeks delivery unframed, 6 weeks for 
, etc, 


194 PENTHOUSE 


IZ Times aYear? 


RPE, VIVA eRSTo 


FORUM participants explore 
together the twists and turns of 
human relations. They share 
their fantasies, their hopes and 
their experiences in spirited, 
liberated dialogue. 


The key to a loving experience 
is a self-knowledge and 
FORUM is a gift that will be 
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articles from doctors, like- 
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Every month, VIVA celebrates 
the freedom of independent 
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self! Celebrate! 
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Subscription Dept., P-O. Box 
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can apply for a hearing in June of 1977. 

Ten major American cities are scheduled 
for visits by a traveling panel during 1977. 
Each traveling panel comprises six field- 
grade officers and can hear and decide 
any case referred to it. 

The hearing-examiner teams, on the 
other hand, will serve seventeen other 
United States cities, as well as Hawaii, 
Alaska, and Puerto Rico. In each case both 
an examining officer from the ADRB and a 
video technician will travel to the sched- 


counsel, can present their cases before the 
examiner and video camera. The examiner 
may question the applicants, as well as any 
witnesses who appear. Later, a review- 
board panel in Washington, D.C., will 
“hear" the applicants’ cases by viewing the 
videotape and reviewing any written evi- 
dence presented. (The hearing examiner is 
not a voting member of the ADRB panel 
deciding the case.) 

Information about this program may be 
obtained by consulting any local Veterans 
Administration office or by writing to 

U.S. Army Reserve Components 
Personnel and Administrative Center 
9700 Page Boulevard 


Having reviewed the pre-August, 
three-month test of the army's mobile pro- 
gram conducted in twelve cities and two 
penal institutions, Penthouse concludes 
that it was successful and was well re- 
ceived. Results indicate that personal par- 
ticipation in this expanded program im- 
proves the individual veteran's chances for 
favorable reconsideration of his discharge. 
Hence Penthouse supports the army's ef- 
forts—and hopes that similar programs will 
be adopted by the navy. air force, and 
marine corps. Itis also our hope that the six- 
month waiting period can be shortened. 

The 1977 schedule for ADRB traveling 
panels and hearing examiners is as fol- 


uled field location, where applicants, with 


St. Louis, Mo. 63132 lows: 

‘i Application 

Month Location SUBRisslon 
Traveling Panel Hearing Examiner Hearing Examiner Date 

January None Scheduled None Scheduled None Scheduled 
February Los Angeles, Calif Mobile, Ala Spokane, Wash. 1 Mar—31 Aug 
March Salt Lake City, Utah Syracuse, NY. Hawaii** 1 Apr—30 Sep 
April Jackson, Miss Phoenix, Ariz. Puerto Rico** 1 May—31 Oct 
May Pittsburgh, Pa. Omaha, Nebr. Las Vegas, Nev. 1 Jun—30 Nov 
June Minneapolis, Minn Buffalo, NY. Shreveport, La. 1 Jul-31 Dec 
July Seattle, Wash Helena, Mont Alaska"* 1 Aug—31 Jan 
August Austin, Tex. Raleigh, N.C. Madison,Wis. 1 Sep—28 Feb 
September St. Petersburg, Fla Oklahoma City, Okla. Norfolk, Va. 1 Oct—31 Mar 
October Boston, Mass Boise, Idaho. El Paso, Tex 1 Nov—30 Apr 
November Kansas City, Mo Portland, Maine Flint, Mich 1 Dec—31 May 
December None Scheduled None Scheduled None Scheduled 
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Bolo belts; a handmade leather belt with 

a handcrafted mahogany buckle. A uniquely 
handsome combination guaranteed to bring 
winning compliments. We searched for and 
found the finest top grain latigo leather, 
noted for its suppleness and warm rich 
tones brought out by hand staining and 
burnishing, 


About the buckle ... you have to agree it is 
unique. It’s custom made, formed from a 
block of mahogany whose contours are 
carved by master craftsmen who sand, oil, 
and polish until the warm natural shadings 
and rich glowing grain peculiar to genuine 
mahogany come forth. The result, an 
esthetically pleasing combination of buckle 
and belt. 


Each one a one-of-a-kind rendition by 
nature. No two are alike in grain formation 
so you'll become a proud owner of a one- 
of-a-kind handcrafted creation. To have a 
belt like this custom made would cost you 
$25.00. 


Your belt ... your price ... only $11.00. 
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A FETISH FOR PEDAL PUSHERS 

I'm a twenty-year-old male with a secret 
fetish. You see, | get very turned on by a 
young lady playing the pedal board of an 
organ in her stocking or bare feet. She 
must, however, have shapely, sexy-looking 
feet, with long, slender toes. | love to go to 
different churches regularly, sit up front, in 
the first pew next to the organ, and watch 
some female organist's feet push those 
pedals 

Well, this one night a college choir was to 
sing at a nearby church. Of course, | was 
there, in the first row, next to the large pipe 
organ. | hadn't been sitting there long when 
a gorgeous blonde came up to the organ, 
sat on the bench, and kicked off her clog 
shoes. | want to tell you, Xaviera, they were 
the prettiest pair of shapely female feet I'd 
ever seen. As she started sliding about the 
pedals in her stocking feet, | creamed in my 
jeans. | knew | had to get to know her better. 

After the church service, | asked her for a 
date, and now—two months later—we 
have a great relationship going. 

Many times I'll go with her to the church 
when she wants to practice on the organ. | 
usually lie on the floor next to the pedal 
board so | can be as close to her feet as | 
can. Many times, when she's finished play- 
ing, she'll rub my face with her sweet-smell- 
ing feet. Her excuse, as she puts it, is: “My 
feet are cold, and your face is so nice and 
warm," She just doesn't realize what she 
does to me when she plays the pedals in 
her stocking feet. | go crazy inside. 

My problem is that I'm afraid to tell her 
that her feet turn me on so much, I'm afraid 
she'll think me odd and leave me.—K.B. 


I've been told that a beautiful young organ- 
ist who frequently played at the Victoria 
Hall in Geneva used to wear haute-couture 
sheath-tight dresses, which she would 
unzip before using the pedals. What's 
more, she'd perform this operation with her 
back to the audience 

Regarding your fetish, it certainly is in- 
nocent enough. | think you can tell her the 
truth. From the sound of her excuse, she 
already knows your secret and enjoys rub- 
bing your face with her feet 


BRIDGING THE GRAND CANYON 

I've been married to my wonderful man for 
almost a year. But before | met my hus- 
band, | had been sexually involved with just 
one other man, quite some time ago. This 
other man was nineteen when | was thir- 
teen. He was black, and he used to cut my 
father's lawn. One thing had led to another, 
and before long he was cutting a lot more 
than my father's lawn. 

The problem is that this black man’s cock 
was extremely long and thick. Because | 
was a virgin at the time, itwas no easy trick 
taking in his penis. We tried having sex a 
number of times. It must have been sweet 
torture for him, because i could only take 
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half of his cock for the first few sessions. 
After a while, however, | was able to take 
the whole thing. Even when he'd really slam 
it to me, | didn't feel pain anymore. 

Even after | married my husband, I'd still 
sleep with this black guy. In fact, | had a 
little sex session with him just last night. 
After all these years, he still really hits the 
spot. Which brings me to my problem. 

You see, Xaviera, my husband's erect 
cock is about half the size of this other 
guy's. | love my husband dearly, but he just 
can't satisfy me with the vaginal orgasm | 
need. I'm afraid that this other man's huge 
cock has stretched me all out of shape, and 
my vaginal canal is by now so large that | 
can't really satisfy myself or my husband. 
As a result, we've become expert at oral 
sex. Still, I'd like to achieve a profound or 
powerful orgasm in sexual intercourse with 
my husband. 

Is there any way, or anything | can do, to 
control my vaginal muscles so that | can 
satisly my husband and myself? I've tried 
using the urinary exercise of peeing and 
stopping, peeing and stopping, but it just 
hasn't worked. Can you suggest some 
other exercises?—V.C. 


You can at least be thankful that you and 
your husband can share a clitoral orgasm 
If the peeing exercise doesn't work, try tak- 
ing a pencil and gripping it with your va- 
gina. If your vagina won't grip the pencil, 
use a slightly larger object; in time you 
should be able to grip that pencil. If your 
husband's penis is smaller than a pencil, 
well, that's a different problem altogether. 

| must relate a funny anecdote. | once 
met a world-famous Calypso singer-cum- 
actor who was chocolate brown and gor- 
geous, We met at one of his concerts, we 
flirted, and he asked me for an auto- 
graphed book. When | gave him a copy of 
The Happy Hooker, | inscribed the follow- 
ing: “The bigger, the blacker, the better?” 
He laughed and said, “You bel, baby.” Well, 
| was right! 

If exercise doesn't help your vagina, you 
might try surgery, whereby so-called tucks 
are taken in your vagina. It's an easy opera- 
tion, and some women have them the same 
way movie stars have face-lifts. But be 
forewarned: your twat may end up so tight 
that you can no longer fit your lover friend 


SWITCHING WIVES 

My friend and | each have an overwhelm- 
ing obsession about making love to the 
other's wife. The problem is: how do we 
approach the women? We've all been 
close friends for the past eight years. When 
my friend and | first realized, about a year 
ago, that we wanted to swap, we began 
playing games that would put our wives in 
compromising situations. For the past year 
we've been heading for this goal. Xaviera, 
have you any recommendations as to the 
best way to go about this?—E.G.V. 


You two men might very well want to get it 
on with each other's wife, but how about 
them? Would they be willing to swap as 


well? Instead of your swapping wives im- 
mediately, I'd suggest you all try acommon. 
or communal vacation. Rent a house so 
that you can all spend some time together. 
Set up some rules so that no one has any 
hang-ups about walking around naked or 
touching somebody else gently. Whatever 
happens, be honest with one another and 
discuss the possibilities, You might even 
get the ball rolling by making love with your 
own partner while the other couple 
watches. Once you're all turned on, ask the 
other, observing couple to join in for a wild 
four-way. From that it should be obvious to 
everyone involved where the wives stand 
on switching partners. 

| recently met a very interesting couple, 
Drs. Phyllis and Eberhard Kronhausen, two 
well-known sexologists, whose book on 
multiple relationships (threesomes, four- 
somes, etc.) will soon be published. 
They've interviewed hundreds of couples 
and singles who live in communes. The 
Kronhausens have found that foursomes 
are generally the most successful. How- 
ever, even these relationships have their 
problems. Mind you, this life-style is easier 
to talk about than to live. 

I'd be most happy to hear from my read- 
ers on the subject of group sex and living 
arrangements. If you've had any firsthand 
experiences with switching partners or with 
group living arrangements, please let me 
know. Other readers would be most curi- 
ous to know how you've approached this 
problem. 


XAVIERA'S PUBIC PATCH 

You say in The Happy Hooker that you are 
Jewish, and you seemingly have blonde 
hair. But an acquaintance of mine once 
said to me that he'd made it with you and 
that your pubic hair is black. Any com- 
ments? 

Also, in one of your Penthouse columns 
you said you preferred circumcised men 
because there was no need to wash when 
you gave head. Does this imply that you'll 
suck any circumcised man without wash- 
ing his cock?—Bill 


You don't have to be dark-haired to be 
Jewish, you know. There are such beings 
as Ashkenazi and Sephardic Jews. The 
Ashkenazi Jew originates in central Europe 
and is generally blond and blue-eyed, 
while the Sephardic Jew comes from Spain 
and Portugal. 

Whether I'm a natural blonde all the way 
down is for you to find out. Don't believe 
everything your friends tell you about me. I 
often used to get phone calls from people 
saying, "Miss Hollander, I'd like to meet you 
because I'm the best friend of one of your 
best friends." And when I'd ask them my 
‘best friend's" name, it was usually some- 
one I'd never heard of. When I'd ask them 
about this supposed “close relationship,” it 
usually turned out to be someone I'd met in 
a bookstore in the course of autographing 
copies of my book. 

To satisfy your interest in the color of my 
snatch hair, I'll tell you my secret, It is 


brownish blonde; and when | sunbathe in 
the nude, it will turn a golden brown, | usu- 
ally keep it trimmed short, especially 
around the clit. Occasionally |'ll use twee- 
zers to make it heart-shaped. Now, don't tell 
anyone about this. It's just our little secret. 

You misunderstood me concerning 
cleanliness and circumcised men. | always 
like to go to bed with a man who's clean 
However, if I'm in acar or in the woods, say, 
and | get in the mood to suck off a nice 
young man, | will tactfully ask whether or 
nol he's citcurnicised. You see, those men 
who are blessed with that piece of extra 
flesh need special attention each time after 
they urinate. The foreskin must be cleaned 
constantly. No, | have nothing against un- 
circumcised men. It’s just those unwashed 
cocks that | don't like. 

THE WHIPPED-CREAM LOVER 
My wife and | lead a very good sex life. One 
night, when she was joking around, she 
said that she wanted some whipped cream 
So that she could put it all over my body and 
then lick it off. She wasn't really serious, but 
just the thought of it turned me on. | went to 
the store and got some whipped cream. 
She thought | was crazy, but when | got 
home with it she also was getting turned on 
to the idea. 

| put it all over her. | started with her 
nipples, and she went wild due to the sen- 
sation of the cold whipped cream on them. 
When | licked it off, she got as hot as a 
furnace. | covered her pussy with it, even 
putting some inside. When | started licking 
if off, she was going wild. When | sucked it 
out of her pussy, she added some of her 
own cream. 

We've pulled this trick many times since 
then, but now my wife won't let me put any 
of the cream inside her pussy. She says 
she's afraid it'll cause some kind of infec- 
tion. What do you say, Xaviera?—H.L. 


I've made love several times with whipped 
cream all over my body. It's particularly 
nice so long as the cream is still fluffy. If it 
starts to melt, the cream goes sticky and 
sour; it's just not as much fun. For this 
reason, it's best to apply the whipped 
cream in sections. Your wife can even put 
some whipped cream on the top of your 
erect penis and cover it with crushed nuts 
or chocolate flakes. Top it off with a slice of 
banana and she'll have a marvelous 
banana parfait. | put whipped cream in my 
vagina, and I've never had any problem 
with infection. | think your wife will be okay 
so long as she washes her vagina 
thoroughly after each session 

In my book The Best Part of a Man, | 
describe several unusual techniques for 
making love. Try some good oral sex with a 
peachy flavor. Cut a ripe peach into two 
halves. Take the pit out. After the two of you 
have stretched out in the sixty-nine posi- 
tion, rub the two halves against each 
other's genitals. Once you've rubbed the 
soft wet peach against her crotch, eat out 
her pussy. You'll experience an entirely dif- 
ferent feeling—and it's less calories than 
whipped cream. O+—a 
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Do You Need Help? 

INSTANT ERECTION OIL OR CREAM 

Create a New Dimension of Sexual Delight 

Instant Erection Oil is scientifically formulated to 
neip You get an instant erection wnen rubbed on 
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Into a sensuous true truit flavored oil base. When 
Tubbed briskly onto the head and shaft of the 
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Their Effect 
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East, especially in China, The Chinese have used it 
a5 af aphrodisiac for over 1,000 years, Ginseng has 

ently een introduced into the United States 
and is very popular. Legendary writings say 
Ginseng is highly effective in. awakening and 
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Ginseng to make it work faster and longer. We have 
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mainlain 
Prolongs sexual pleasure. 


Maintain Desensitizing Lubricant for 
men is effective in helping to control pre- 
mature climax and therefore prolongs sex- 
ual pleasure for both partners. Maintai 
colorless, non-staining, odorless and safe 
to use. Now you can be a more sensitive 
lover, by becoming less sensitive—no more 
fighting to control your natural response. 

Available at your local pharmacy with- 
out prescription. For free sample send 
25¢ (handling) to Box MT-5, Schmid Labs, 


Inc., Route 46 West, Little Falls, N.J.07424. 


Schmid Laboratories, Inc. Makers of 
Ramses? NuForm® Fourex® and other fine 
family planning products. 
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Mix witha 
PENTHOUSE PET 
in yourown home! 


Stir up your drink and 
see what's revealed— 
these Swizele Strippers 
aim to please, again and 
again, A sure-fire party 
stopper! For your set 
of 6 different Swizzle 
Strippers, send your 
check or money order 
for $3.95 plus $1.00 
postage and handling. 
Mail to: PENTHOUSE 
PRODUCTS, Dept. 
G010, 909 Third Ave., 
N.Y, N.Y. 10022. 
NY residents add 
appropriate sales tax, 
Allow 4 to 6 weeks 
delivery. 
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TRAVEL 


you can avoid the two worst aspects of 
Intourist's cuisine; waiting for it and eating 
it. 
But the Arbat has other virtues. By 10:00 
P.M, the card players—always up to no 
ave arrived but « 
A few (proba 
(pretty one: 
n't got therr 
press and diploi srps have), 
group is particularly civilized, you ma 
asked to bring a condom (a gondon or 
tik); simply ask the ph | for 
e k ki, four kopecks 
Dlease,” because th what a rubber 
once cost. The game is ochko or "21 
called “eye.” The stakes are food, drink 
| money (called “air') 
| Kovo ebat budyem? "Whom are we going 
to fuck tonight? 

Swiftly they adjourn now, to a res 


that is “unknown” (except to the mi in 
Muscovites and, of course, the police) 
such as the awful Saturn (Kirov 24; 294 


tubercular 
ve enjoyed a faithful follow- 
N More popular is the revolting 
mailovo, miles from Dzerzhinsky Square at 
Ninth Parkovaya Street 62 (468-12-28), But 
the worst restaurant of all, and the funniest. 
in town is the poor Bega (The Horse 
Races") at Begovaya “Racecourse’’) 
Street 22 (256-15-66) in the bizarre (c 
1834) Hippodrome Race track, ere the 
odds are computed by hig, old babushk 
| with ancient abaci after all bets are in. The 
restaurant hides a pathetic choir of gyp- 
es, Tartars, touts, tricksters (in the toilet 
about five rubles) d layabouts who cry in 
their Kotlety kras zaezd (“Cutlets a la 
Beautiful Race’ to the toilets!) for the 
days when the Dynamo Metro it is 
called, embraced czardom's most exciting 
nightlife area 
The most outrageous and reliable action 
may occur in the most unreliable places. 
the transitory restaurants of Mos 
cow called ok”: literally, a “fisher- 
| man's float.” At best they last fron 
| months to a year in d d cellars and 
boarded-up log houses on the peripheries 
of town. Sometimes there is a banquet "a 
la Peter the Great,” who enjoyed stripp ing 
dwarfs of all sexes naked and having them 
baked live into enormous pies. (Modern 
Rus ke the American Legion, prefer 
Pretty girls emerging from cakes.) 
Floating restaurants, good Georgian and 
Armenian hash, and grass (penalties up to 
ifteen ye in Potma Prison, Southeast 
| 250); Soviet and czarist pornography; Red 
blue-film shows; hungry girls and hungrier 
young boys (the best of them cruise the 
Bolshoi Theater), and other forbidden fruits 


a few 


ans 


(up to fifteen years at Butyrki Prison, Les- | 


naya and Novoslobodskaya Streets, be- 
yond the Hippodrome). All these may be 
feconnoitered among Moscow's forty-five 
working churches and four congregations 
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PENTHOUSE 
PARTY PAK 


Includes everything you need for your 
own Penthouse Party at home: 25 stir 
rods, 50 napkins and 50 matchbooks — in 
a gift-wrapped box all with Penthouse 
identification 

To order, send $5.95 (plus $1 for 
postage and handling) to: Penthouse 
Products, Dept. DOO2, 909 Third Ave., 
N.Y., N.Y. 10022. Allow 4 to 6 weeks for 
delivery. NYC residents add 8% sales tax. 


of Old Believers, which are not to be con- 
fused with the state “museum” churches 
and their KGB priests, like those in and 
around the Kremlin. The females out- 
number the men about seven to one, but 
not all are old grandmothers. Some are 
young ones; and many are among the most 
attractive nonconformists in the U.S.S.R. 

Try Yelokhovsky Cathedral (Spar- 
takovskaya 15) first, the largest working 
church in town and the seat of his Holiness 
Pimen, Patriarch of All Russia. It has won 
derful liturgical music. The finest ikon col- 
lection is at the Old Believer's Intercession 
of the Virgin (Rogozhskoye Cemetery) 
And the Transfiguration (Rusakovskaya 17) 
is Moscow's only log church. 

You and | were done a great wrong when 
Lenin set in motion the extraordinary forces 
that eventually closed joints like Armenian 
Nikita Baleieff's The Bat; the illegal, and 
extremely popular. Podpolye cellar 
cabaret in the raucous Okhotny Ryad (that 
is, “Hunter's Row," until the 1920s the city's 
major street-market area and now part of 
the barren, sober Karl Marx Prospekt); and 
the legendary Maria Nikolayevna's equally 
infamous Streiina gypsy-cabaret restau- 
rant. 

Gone, too, are the wicked Okhotny Ryad 
traktiri, inns like the Egorevskii, where 
Gogol enjoyed “tea with a towel” (for mop- 
Ping the sweat from one's brow). They in- 
spired ravishers' restaurants like Filipov's 
(c. 1865), which is now the Tsentralny at 
Gorki Street 10 (229-02-41). It has surpris 
ingly good food, no foreigners, extremely 
private curtained booths, and several 
lechers who resemble Pasternak's 
Komarovsky, if not Rod Steiger himself. Not 
even Stalin himself could close the hal- 
lowed Slavianskii Bazaar (c. 1870), on 
Twenty-fifth of October Street 17 (228-48- 
45), but nowadays Tchaikovsky would go 
Straight to the nearby Lubyanka to feed any 
of the Bolshoi corner boys, 

All the Hippodrome's horses and all the 
Bega Restaurant's whores and men 
couldn't put Streilna together again. The 
Bega’s prototype was a fabulous miniature 
crystal palace set beneath the gigantic, 
soughing fir trees of Petrovsky Park, which 
has been replaced by Dynamo Stadium. 
One could then savor the charochka—a 
gypsy song and a toast as well as a 
drink—champagne quaffed in one lvan- 
The-Terrible gulp from Siberian-sized gob- 
lets. In pine-walled private kabinet dining 
rooms, open-hearth fires roared at dancing 
bears. And blazing, doomed aristocrats, 
swollen with the finest French foods and 
French tarts, wiped their tinted, scented, 
and singed beards on all the latest Raspu- 
tin rejects. 

Out Tverskaya (now Gorki Street) they'd 
swooosh, two to a white-lightning troika, 
exploring each other beneath ermine- 
and-Siberian-woif robes, warmed by a 
rainbow of flavored vodkas . . . the driver 
gnashing the cud of his icicle-bound beard 
amid the endless folds of his shuba while 
Arab stallions snorted at the “feathered 
rain.” (They haven't revolutionized the 
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You needa condom that's ultra thin, ultra light, 
yet doesn't sacrifice reliability and security. 
That's Fetherlite” Its strength and quality are 
ensured by our system of highly sophisticated 
electronic testing. 

Whats more, coral colored Fetherlite 
combines thinness with a unique natural lubri- 
cant, Sensitol” 

Get Fetherlite at your drug store. For a 
free sample pack of Fetherlite and a booklet 
send 25¢ for handling to Schmid Labs, Inc., 
Box FL-1, Rt, 46 West, Little Falls, NJ. 07424. 


NATURAL 
NIPPLES 


Jeave the nipples one 
Aopen trim on atjstable 
straps White with lve 
wim ar Black ith Red tim 
GB eesase 

32 10 388.34 1038  cuns: $8.50 
341038 6 cups: $9 50 


SHOW OFF 
French-cut, erotehless panties 

to match our Naturat Nipple Bra 
owt ah ue mah he 
o im. Med. Lge 

2 for $8.44; "$4.50 each 


EXTREME 
Daep-plange nylon lace cups 
‘are lightly underwiced, 


65-9322 
2 fot $6.75 


redericks 


OF HOLLYWOOD 


MIGHTY MITE 
Briet, sheer 
erotchiess panty has 
high-cut legs, lots ot 
lace ack. Wie or Red 
yon 

H 


Sail Medium, Large 
© és40s 
‘3 for $8.50, $3 each 


PLAY MISTY 
Grecian toga-type is apen at 
Sides. Sheer pylon tricot with 
face trim, Matching bikini, 
Black, Aqua or Peach 

Petite, Sm Med. Uge 
OB #sassz 


su 


CUT-OUT CUT-UPS! 


Black lace and Black rayon fringe 
‘One size fits att 
3 


LITTLE FOXY 
{Long slinky sleep-stunner with 
gathered keybele buat that 
tnties. Black. Agua or Red 
nylon iat Sm Me, Le 
im #34837 


C'MON SABY F 
Light his fire! Peek-a-boe 
baby doll! Sheer, seauc~ 
Wwe nylon Mullicor: 
‘red, matening oanty 
Petite. Smail 

Mesiumy or Large 
@ #3957 $12 


MONEY 


BACK 
GUARANTEE 


Dinetenees ot 


OF HOLLYWoos —— 
ECR OF Hot rt 
fs Sitti aL 


I 
FREE* es at 
/) CATALOG 12 = 
/ H “Free wih your order oF send pes memes er SORRY, wocoo H 
/ Sis tictrataaneyt ft Vso — 


's of Hollywood grant 
alog. Hundreds of 
dresves, wigs, sportswear, linger 
foundations, shoes, more! 


= 
mevouRtaacoer 


Shee 


-—<—=— 
201 


fasnwon J ov 


Ordering right now Bt 
ae eno BUT RUSH EYE 


© bes Gee 


From the barrio to Beverly Hills, the hot new drug is horse. Once again heroin has 
feached epidemic proportions, and reports of overdose deaths and crime- 
inspiring addiction have ceased to make an impact. In the Midwest o.d. deaths are 
at an all-time high. In New York dealers call out “brand names’ to sell the stuff. 
Penthouse reporter Dan Rosen gives an intimate look at the entire ugly chain—trom 
dealer to grower—of the new “Mexican brown” heroin connection. With Turkey no 
longer producing the opium poppy and the Marseilles “French connection" having 
lost its vital force, the focus has switched to Mexico. Rosen not only shows where 
the deadly poppies grow but also names the twelve most important “families” who 
link the chain together. He tells why it's so difficult to infiltrate the Mexican Connec- 
tion and why an entire region of Mexico threatens revolt if its most vital industry is 
shut off. If you thought that the Mexican dealer was just a bum on the street, take 
another look. Dan Rosen's article busts the heroin trade wide open, and Penthouse 
Puts you right inside. 


Is “the Mafia” a racist myth? Fred Ferretti isn’t sure, but in a provocative “Advise and 
Dissent’ column, he raises some issues that have been hitherto overlooked. Fer- 
fetti, a top New York Times reporter, points out the vagueness of the language the 
Kefauver committee used in their report on the Mafia and the unreliability of 
witnesses like Joe Valachi. He wonders, too, if there isn’t something peculiarly 
American behind the new-old need to identify “furriners” with the rise of crime. 
There is one thing that Ferretti is sure about: he doesn’t like rich Italians called 
“Mafia” any more than hearing poor ones called "wop." Ferretti's essay raises the 
fundamental question of whether we may not be doing a disservice by believing in 
“organized crime.” Perhaps, he argues. if we looked to our own society and not toa 
mythic “black hand,” we would discover cures for evils that are a bit more effective 
than dirty words. 


All Rome has been buzzing about Gore Vidal's Caligula, now being filmed in the 
Eternal City. Studded with stars like Malcolm McDowell, John Gielgud, and Peter 
OToole, the movie is probably the most erotic spectacle that has been staged in 
Rome since the emperors threw their marathon orgies. The man directing all this 
sex and gore is a rotund, imperious Italian named Tinto Brass, which is not a 
household name, but just wait till Caligula hits the silver screen. Reporter Peter J 
Shaw takes you behind the scenes on location, profiling Tinto and offering you the 
first glimpse of the sexiest historical epic ever. 


More than any other man in history, Al Capone made St. Valentine's an adult holiday 
Tony Escott may not leave quite so large a mark, but the estimable British cartoonist 
will atleast give you a better insight into what those little greeting cards should look 
like. Escott's cherubs do what you always hoped went on in heaven. Who knows? 
Perhaps Escott may give you and your valentine a few bright ideas. 


Fiction about the American West—as Bonanza never showed it—by the noted 

writer John Clellon Holmes... Xaviera tells all... Wicked Wanda shocks her 

Boo'ful . . . An intimate look at the life of a couple... And, of course, what Pent- 
house is never without, the most beautiful girls in the world, 
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magnificent Midnight in Moscow Snow- 
falls. Thus fall or spring is best for visitors 
but never the tourist-jammed, oppres- 
sively hot summer.) 

Their sleigh would blur past the Club of 
the Noblesse, now Trade Union House, 
where Lenin spoke on some forty-two oc- 
casions, the glitter of its famed chandeliers 
vying with the diamonds of a dragoons’ 
ball. It would pass the English Club (now 
Gorki Street 21, the Museum of the Revolu- 
tion, whose gates are still guarded by old, 
sculptured lions, and the Brest Railway Sta- 
tion. The wildest Moscow nights have al- 
ways occurred out here, as much for se- 
crecy as for allowing sobering up on the 
long ride back—to Yar! 

Here, near the Hippodrome (then called 
Skachki) was Yar, the most notorious of 
prerevolutionary night haunts. Here was 
Yar, with its uproarious music hall and 
those carefully imported English doxies in 
the fornication kabinets. They were the 
great favorites of the Riabushinski broth- 
ers, Moscow's richest millionaires. 

And could that be Rasputin himself? In 
the corner booth, the only one with open 
curtains? Is that he diddling the Riabushin- 
skis’ sister, Madame Nossova, with his 
balalaika? Or is that the Princess Gagar- 
ina? No matter. 

Police records of that fateful year (1915) 
suggest that V. F. Dzhunkovsky, the czar’s 
minister of the interior and the head of his 
secret police (Okhrana), and some out- 
raged husbands, ordered the Mad Monk's 
index fingers out of neighboring vaginas 
and the rest of him put in the nearest jail. 
Hours later Rasputin had the czarina’s 
ear—and perhaps the rest of her—in St. 
Petersburg (trains were swift), Dzhun- 
kovsky was fired (so was justice), and sixty 
years later | mourn it all in my pub, Roskies’ 
Wine Bar, opposite the Russian Embassy 
in London's Bayswater Road. 

The Soviet government insists that the 
Yar still exists, in the Hotel Sovetskaya 
(Leningrad Prospekt 32; 250-74-50). But 
tonight I'm taking no chances and a Lady to 
areal Russian restaurant: Nikita’s (65 Ifield 
Road, London S. W. 10; 352-6326; ask for 
Shura). We'll choose from eleven flavors of 
vodka, which are served in carafes frozen 
in blocks of ice. There'll be steak tartare 
and snogging in the kabinets. And the 
emigrée patron will again remind me that 
“loving Russia is like loving a woman who 
Says your penis is too small.” 

But if you decide to go to Russia anyway, 
your local American Express office has by 
far the widest and cheapest selection of 
all-in-budget excursions, especially if you 
fly first to London. Have them contact Mike 
Lawn at their 6 Haymarket office (930-44- 
11). He and his Moscow counterpart John 
Marschalko are your best friends when it 
comes to unsnarling the inevitable Red 
tape. Marschalko (room 384, Metropole 
Hotel; 225-63-84) can arrange a troika 
trip—including zakuski snacks and 
vodka—and so can his charming assis- 
tants; Nina, Zina, and Valentina. See you 
next month in Lusty Israel. O+—>_ 
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Of all menthols: 


Carlton 


is 
lowest. 


See how Carlton stacks down in tar. 
Look at the latest U.S. Government figures for: 


The 10 top selling cigarettes 

larmg./ nicotine mg./ 
Brand P Non-Filter 27 17 —. 
Brand C Non-Filter 24 15 
Brand W 19 13 
Brand S Menthol 19 1.3 Carlton 
Brand’S Menthol 100 19 12 Menthol 
Brand W 100 18 12 
Brand M 18 Ww 1 mg. tar 
Brand K Menthol 7 13 
Brand M Box 17 1.0 
Brand K 16 10 


Other cigarettes that call 
themselves low in “tar” 


tar mg./ nicotine mg / 
cigarette "cigarette 
Brand D 15 1.0 
Brand P Box 14 08 
Brand D Menthol 14 1.0 
Brand M Lights 13 08 
Brand W Lights 13 09 
rand K Milde Manin 13 08 Carlton 
Brand T Menthol i 07 a 
Brand T i 06 Filter 
Brand V Menthol 11 08 2 mg. tar 
Brand V ck] O7 
Carlton Filter *2 *0.2 
Carlton Menthol 4 +04 
Carlton 70 4 +04 


(lowest of all brands) 
Av per cigarette by FTC metnod. 


No wonder Carlton is the fastest growing of the top 25 brands. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking ls Dangerous to Your Health. | jenthol. mg. “tar”, 0.1 mg. nicotine; Filter: 2 mg. “tar”, 0.2 mg, nicotine; 
Carlton 70's: 1 mg. “tar”, 01.1 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 


